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The Author has always taken great in- 
terest in the wild people of whom she writes. 
Much that is in the tale is founded on fact. 
Should any object to some peculiarities of 
feeling and opinion, let them remember 
that they are gipsies, and not roof-people. 



THE GIPSIES. 



CHAPTER I. 

GABRIEL AND ELLA. 

At the bottom of a grassy lane, marked 
by many a turf fire, gipsy Gabriel, gipsy 
Benjamin, and gipsy Daniel, pitched their 
tents ; they were all Stanleys, and they were 
brothers, and each brother had a wife and 
many children, so that the tribe covered 
much ground. The gipsies had pitched their 
tents in a romantic spot ; Gabriel's was under 
the old oak tree, near the gate that looks 
over the moor. Gipsy Ben's to the right 
of the holly trees, close down by the brook, 
near the mound ; and gipsy Dan's was hid 
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behind the underwood, on a patch of turf. 
Gipsies love pretty spots, they love the green 
trees, and hills, and high fern, and thick 
underwood, and the small green pathway ; 
and they rejoice to run bare-legged over the 
heath, and hills, and far away, with nobody 
to see them, or to think of them ; and often 
when the cottage child is dreaming of play- 
ing truant, the wild dark gipsy is running 
with oat shoes OP stockings through the lanes 
and by-ways, with the moon and stars above 
him. 

On the night of which I am speaking, all 
was quiet in the lane, for it was far in the 
night, and it seemed as if not a living thing 
were stirring ; hut it was not so, for at the 
doorof gipsy Gab's tent stood his son, young 
Gabriel, a boy of fourteen or near it ; he 
knelt with hia hands crossed on his breast, 
looking up to the moon sailing near a dark 
cloud. Gabriel knelt on one knee at the 
tent door ; within the tent lay an infant, the 
little Miehael, fast asleep, and hy the side 
of the sleeper crouched a sharp, short-eared 
, watching Gabriel. He did not speak 
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for some time, so thoroughly did he enjoy 
the stillness of the night, wit)i its soft clear 
^r,and the scent of the many night flowers: 
then he spoke, and with a deep-drawn sigh 
said, " I cannot think that any man or woman 
who ever lived can have made the mtran and 
stars and all the other beauties of the night ; 
they are so grand, so very great. Who then 

lid have made them ? Somebody must. 
Oh ! I wish, [ wish I could know ; my heart 
l^rings up in me to answer me, and it can- 
not," The dog that had crept to his side, 
sprang away over a gap in the hedge, " It 
is Ella," said Gabriel, sitting down and 
taking up a stiei^ that lay beside him. Ella 
bounded over a gate, juat tooching it lightly 
with one hand. 

" So, Ella, you are come back. I knew it 
was you, by the delight Twig showed when 
he beard your step." 

" Yes, here I am ; I have had enough of 
the fair, and the old tumhied-down ruin." 

" You went to the ruin, did youT I sup- 
pose to tell fortunes." 

" Yes," said Ella, " my mother went there) 
B 2 
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and she took me and Bachel witli lier, for 
she said our pretty ways and faces would 
bring her many a shilling." 

"Have you kept your promise, Eila?" 

" What promise ?" 

" The promise you made me, that you 
would use no bad words." 

" No, Gabriel, not I ; I Lad not been in 
the fair two minutes before a carter's boy in 
a smock-frock came up with his whip in his 
band and said, ' Out of my way, you gipsy 
you.' " 

" And you swore at him, Ella?" 

"And did I not? T sent at him all the 
strongest oatbs I could, for he touched me 
scornfully upon my shoulder with his 
whip." 

" I wish you had not done so," said Ga- 
briel, looking up to the moon. 

" Why may I not use bad words, as you 
often call them ? And bow do you know 
that they are bad words ? tbey may be good, 
for all we know ; you are the only one in 
the tents, Gabriel, that doee not like 
them." 
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It is 30, bat look up at the moon, and 
B, and think upon the bright sun. Do 
m think any of our people, or any man or 
'Oman that ever lived, noade them?" 
" No, I do not think they did." 
" I have often and often wish 
grandmother's death. Ells, that I knew n 
made them, for I am sure whoever made 
,them would not like our goings on, or our 
'earing, lying, and stealing." 
" I have often thought so myself," said 
llla, " and do you know, Gabriel, it was the 
moon that made me return to you to-night, 
for I did not like the noise in the ruin, and 
I remembered my words to the carter's 
boy, and I thought I would come back to 
talk with you." 

Gabriel looked pleased. " Ella," he said, 
my grandmother's death-words often come 
■er me, her groans, and her moans, and 
ler words at last, I wish I had never told 
lie — I wish I had never stolen — I wish I 
never sworn, — ^I wisli I never had." 
Well, Gab dear, onr grannie is as quiet, 
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and thinks and feels as little as a stone now, 
so don't grieve, Gabriel." 

" But I cannot help grieving, for I should 
like to know where she is." 

"Where she is!" repeated Ella; "why 
dead." 

" Ella, do you think she has no more 
feeling than a stone ? I do not think so." 

" Why, you foolish boy," said Ella, " if 
her grave were opened, would she not be 
found in her coffin 1" 

" Her body would, I know, be found in 
the coffin ; but something of her Is now, I 
tliink, living somewhere or other, though 
we cannot see her, or hear her, or know 
where she is. Sometimes I think she may 
be in the moon, and then, Ella, I do so wish 
to go to the silver country to see her ! I 
loved her very much ; she was kind to me, 
you know, Ella." 

" She was kind to all, but she was par- 
ticularly fond of you, because she said you 
dreamed away like her son, who faded into 
his grave when yet a boy." 
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" ' Like a flower pining away from among 
lis,' as she used to say," said Gabriel; " what 
part of her can be gone to the moon, if all 
her body, head, arms, legs, and all are in 
the grave? Laugh not, Ella, but tell me 
this : When you are asleep, is not your body 
quiet? yet perhaps you are dreaming that 
you are running over the hills with me ; but 
your legs stir not, and you cannot run away 

^^^uecause you are asleej)." 

^^1 <■ I know that," said Ella. 

^^H " Well, the part that thinks, perhai>s, may 

^^^P " If it were so," said Ella, " the world 
^^^ would be black with thoughts : think if our 
thoughts were to leave our bodies in the 
grave, and come back again." 

" Why, have we ever seen a thought ? 

yhy should not our thoughts come back 

(gain like the wind or sound, which we feel 

knd hear, but cannot see ? besides, Ella, we 

■eannot see our thoughts : even now think of 

pomething." 

'■ I have," said Ella. 

"You eannot see the thought." 
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" I can, I can ! there it goes flying and 
swimming on tte air like thistle-down ! 
Yet it is not thistle-down that joa see, but 
ray thought." 

" I have crushed your thought," said Ga- 
hriel, catching the down ; " hut talk gravely, 
Ella, don't let us joke for a few minutes: 
have you a thought in the heart V 

" I have," said Ella. 

" You cannot see the thought." 

" No, I cannot certainly ; but come, dear 
Gab, I am so tired that I can do nothing 
but yawn." 

" You have walked many miles to-day." 

"I have: besides, Gabriel, unless some 
one were to come down from the moon and 
tell of another earth, we could not find it 
out." 

" It is BO," said Gabriel, " yet still let us 
remember our grandmother's last sad words, 
and think upon her last sad looks, and let 
ns not swear, lie, or steal." 

'■ 1 will do all I can," said Ella. 

" When do you think they will return ?" 

" In an hour or so ; but Jack, Sam, and 
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Charley, will not be here till cock-crow, and 
every bit of moon is gone, for they are 
dancing with the maidens in the field below 
the mill/' 

" Pretty noisy they will be when they 
return ; so I shall creep into the barn." 

"So will I," said Ella; and the two 
gipsies crept into a barn and were soon 
asleep among the soft hay. 
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CHAPTER II. 

RACHEL AND OTHER GIPSIES. 
MORNING. 

Early at peep of day, Ella stood with 
Gabriel before the tent ; the ground was 
covered with dew, and the sky with brilliant 
colours ; for the sun was coming forth in all 
his majesty. 

" What are you thinking of with your 
eyes seeking the rising sun ?" she said. 

'' I am thinking, Ella ; I am wishing the 
sun had life, and a voice, and could hear 
me. 

" And don't you be wishing any such 
thing ; fancy the voice of the sun, how loud 
it would be, it would deafen us all. And 
what would ye tell it ?" 
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I would tell it nothing, for it would 
know all ; but I would pray to it, and beg 
it to keep me from wbat my heart tells me 
wrong," 
I am sure, and I am glad then, that it 
not life, for it would be so grand and 
fine in its goodness — so good in all, that it 
never could be pleased with anything we 
could do, however we might try to please 



B " I tell you what then, Ella, if it were so, 

^nd the sun so hard a task-master, I should 
like the moon to be a great friend of the 
sun's; think of the soft looks of the moon." 
" That would be very nice, for the moon 
looks as if it would weep for our sins and 
sorrows." 

" Just when the sun was going to be the 
most angry with us, the moon should appear 
dose by his side, and say something kind 

i for us to take oiF the sun's anger, so burn- 

^ ing hot against us." 

" Then we should not be frightened, for 
we should know that we had a friend to 
ipeak a good word for us to the sun. Who 
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could deny the sweet lady, the moon, any- 
thing?" 

" I should like to have the sun a great 
chief; a thousand times ten thousand more 
powerful than the king of our people." 

" Yea," said Ella, " and loving and doing 
anything that the kind soft moon would ask 
for us," 

Gabriel's father loved him above all his 
sons, for he was gentle, and kind, and ready 
to serve ail in the tents. 

" Father," said Gabriel, leaving Ella, and 
going to a weather-beaten gipsy, who was 
mending a saddle, " what a morning !" 

" Yes, my lad of the stars ; a morning fit 
for the king of the gipsies to dance his horn- 
pipe upon." 

" Fit, father, for better than that," said 
Gabriel, smiling, 

" Rachel gained many a penny yesterday 
with her hornpipe," said his father; "she 
is springy as a bird, you know." 

" She is," said Gabriel; "yet the horn- 
pipe is an ugly dance. I wish Rachey would 
sell baskets as Ella does." 
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[ " It is a tnmbly dance," said his father ; 
Kbut it's the dance for pennies." 
, " Gab, Gab, where are you V said Rachel, 
■from within a cart, " I want you, I want 
yon ! come here, come here !" 
" Well, here I am," 

Kachel bounded from the cart with some 
gingerbread in her hand. " Take this," 
she said. 

I. " What did yon give for it ?" 
I " Nothing," 
I " Who gave it to you V 
r 
pei 



' Nobody," said tlie gipsy git 



, laughing, 
Any more 



id showing her white teeth, 
^oestions, Gab V 

You stole it then V 

To be sure ; gipsies buy not of roof 
people, when they can steal from them." 

" I take it not, then, from yon," said 
fia.hne\. 

■' Nonsense ; why not V 
* I never will take anything that is 
lien." 
You stupid fellow ! I really don't know 
ijiat is come over you since my grand- 
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inother'a death ; you will neither beg, lie, 
nor steal ; yoa are no true gipsy ; you will 
soon be sitting by your cottage-door looking 
upon the same hedges, the same trees, the 
same gates, year after year, day after day, 
week after week." 

"No, never!" said Gabriel, shuddering 
with the very idea ; " am I not a true-born 
gipsy ? as high-born a gipsy as ever trod 
English ground ? Look at my brown skin, 
and the white palms of my bands, and aay, 
am I not from Egypt? Look at my thin 
ancle, that you, Hachel, might span, and 
say, am I not from Egypt? Look at my 
springy form, and say, am I not an Egyp- 
tian ?" 

" Then, Gab, since yon are so true a 
gipsy, and a Stanley, in whose familys is the 
king of the gipsies, why will you leave ouf 
gipsy ways, and behave no better than a 
roof man, who has not one drop of true 
blood in his veins?" 

" Did the Egyptian in his own land steal, 
He, or swear, Rachel ?" 
" I suppose so; I think the Stanleys and 
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ffarks did; I question if even in Egypt 
)' did not lake everything they could lay 
keir hands on ; but here comes my motlier, 
~with Jack and Sam, and the donkey, and 
the old cart-horse, I must away." 
And HacLel jumped, singing, on a donkey, 
I a magpie perched itself hehind ber, 
pyi'^gi " Mag, Mag, what'a o'clock?" 
► " Come, Gab, tbink better of the ginger- 
read, stupid fellow ; there, take it." 
' No, Raohey, I shall not ; my heart tells 
lae not." 

" Your heart," said Rachel, " I do think 
t is not bigger than a bean, you soft fellow. 
There, take it up, and eat it," and Rachel 
threw the gingerbread on the ground. 
Twig, who had no such scruples, snatched 
p, and ate it in a moment. " Twig, 
^, if you were not a low-born looking 
I would call you a true gipsy ; but, my 
though you have snatched up what 
bea not belong to you, in a noble gipsy 
•ray quite, yet your ugly self has no gipsy 
Silood in it." 
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Twig ran round and round the gipsy girl's 
donkey, barking aa loud as he could. 

" Stop," said Eacliel, " wliat am I doing? 
I sLall not ride a donkey to the fair, but 
Sheltie the shaggy." 

And she jumped from the donkey, and 
in an instant was on a beautiful wild-look- 
ing Shetland pony, that had been stolen 
some months before by her brother Charles 
the fighter. 

" Mother, may I stay at home with Ga- 
briel to-day, to finish the baskets for to- 
morrow's fair V said Ella. 

" Yes," answered Ruth, her mother, who 
came striding towards her, with Michael at 
her back, and her knitting in her hand : 
" stay at home and welcome, for without 
Gabriel all your spirit and fun is gone, so 
you are of no use to me; Rachel, with her 
joy and fun, gains a hundred pennies where 
you gain but one." 

" Come along, mother," said Rachel, 
" come along, I mean to take Mag with me 
to-day." The bird seemed to understand 
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what she said, it flew to the top of a tree 
screaming and looking at Rachel. '^ Ah ! 
you rascal," said the jocund Rachel, shaking 
her fist at the magpie, " so you will not go 
with me." 

" Mag, Mag, what's o'clock ?" answered 
the bird. 

Donkeys, horses, carts, and gipsies, moved 
onward to the fair, and Gabriel watched 
them winding round the hill. 
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CHAPTER III. 



ELLA AMD GABRIEL AGAIN ALONE. 



BISTER SPOT. 

Again Giabriel and Ella found themselves 
alone. They sat down on the grass to their 
basket-work. Mag left the elm, and 
thought she herself also would be busy ; 
she flew first to a thorn, near where the 
children were sitting, hopping about in a 
determined way, with her head first on this 
aide, then on the other, then hop, hop, hop, 
she came to the withes ; for a second or so, 
she seemed to examine them, and then she 
commenced battering them with her beak. 

" No, Mag, yon are no basket- maker," 
said Ella, " so don't touch the withes." 
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" Mag, Mag, what's o'clock?" answered 
(the bird. 

' Away, away, tiresoiue bird," said Ga- 
briel, throwing a stone at her, yet so as not 
to touch her. 

Mag again tiew to the thorn, screaming 
and crying out, " Dick, poor Dick ! — Mag, 
what's o'clock?" 

" Where are you going, Ella V 
" Into uncle Ben's tent." 
"For what?" 

" A knife; I know there is a sharp one 
|i there." 

' Here, take mine." 

' No, thank you, I had the knife sharpen- 
I «d yesterday for uncle ; and yours, I know, 
|<b a little blunt." 

' Uncle Ben will look but gloaming upon 
f you for taking his knife." 

' No," said Ella, " he won't darken his 
1 brow upon rae, for he said I might have it 
itto cut my withes, and may be be would give 
it to me some day altogether." 

Gipsies have no settled point of action 
for a moment together ; if they say they 
c 2 
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will do this, ten to one but they do some- 
thing else t so it was with Ella : she fully 
intended, when she arose, to go into uncle 
Ben's tent, but looking upon a hill covered 
with buttercups, shu thought the yellow of 
the flowers in the sun looked very inviting, 
and away she sprang, and was on the hill 
on the other side of the stream in a trice. 
Then holding forth her arms, she sang as a 
bird. 



"We a, 



re tree. 



As the winds vie arc dee 
Ab the bird we are ftee. 

North, aoutb, cast, weat. 
We do rove; 
We are free, we are free." 



This rough gipsy song Ella and Gabriel 
often sang with Rachel, and many a penny 
had been thrown to the joyous young things. 

" Come back, Ella, for I have two baskets 
to finish before to-morrow's fair." 

" I do believe Sister Spot is down there 
on the other side of that clump of trees, 
the sly little creature ; I saw her trotting 
off when they were putting the saddle upon 
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le black donkey, she knew her turn would 
come next. I'll answer for it she is there," 
8wd Gabriel. 

I see her gentle face," said Ella; " do 
11 her, she will not come to me." 
Gabriel sprang up from the withes, as an 
arrow from the bow, and standing upon a 
gate, looked forth towards the clump. 

There she is, the darling !" said the boy. 
We could scarcely do anything with 
ler yesterday in the fair, because you were 
not there," said Ella, 

She knows as well as possible when I 
amongst you," said Gabriel. 
Tes, aud she looks round bo wistfully 
T you." 

" Whistle to her, and call her, Ella." 
Ella did so ; but Sister Spot did not even 
look ap, only she cocked one ear to the 
direction from whence tbe sound came. 

" Again, Ella, and see if she will not look 
this way," 

" It is all waste time, and you know it is, 
Gab ; hut you so like to see the love of the 
creature." 
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Gabriel gave one whistle, and the little 
mare bounded to him. The gipsy threw his 
arms round the creature's hack, and thus 
spoke to it. 

" My deary, ray own ! I will never part 
with you, no, never ; you shall feed on the 
sweet grass beside the waters ; you shall 
crop the young trees; and you shall get up 
and lie down when you please, and you 
shall never feel the whip nor the spur ; for 
Hhe who loved me gave you to me, and I 
love you for her sake, and for yours, too, 
my own little Spot." 

The mare rubbed its face against Gabriel, 
seeming to delight in his caresses, and then 
trotted off again to the quarry where she 
had left so much sweet grass. They now 
returned to the basket-work, and they sang, 
and worked, and talked together, without 
stopping, for some hours; then they sang 
their wild gipsy songs. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

BLLA FOBQBTS aSIt GOOD BBSOLVES. 
THS MIDNIGHT RIDE. 

[ While they were singing like merry 
birds, a gentleman on horseback passed 
them. Ella forgot all her good intentions, 
and jumping up, ran to meet the stranger, 
and curtseying, said, " Please give me a 
halfpenny for my poor mother, who is ill." 

Ella, Ella," called out Gabriel in an 
angry tone, " how can you say so ?" 

Ella laughed, and said, " I forgot, Ga- 
iriel, I forgot that I did not mean ever to 
tell another lie. Sir, my mother is not ill, 
that's sure, only gone to the fair." 

And that is the same thing," said the 



j^entleman ; " you little story-teller, I'll not 
give you a farthing i but there, ray boy, is 
something for you ;" and the gentleman 
threw down a shilling, and rode on. Ella 
sat down again to her basket-work, and did 
not speak for some time. Gabriel also vras 
silent. 

" Come, say something, Gabriel dear," 
said Ella, " for I am nigh sick of my own 
thoughts, and well I may be." 

" I can't contradict you there," said Ga- 
briel. 

" I wish I had not told the lie," said Ella, 
" not for the sake of the shilling, for I don't 
care for one, two, or three shillings ; but I 
would I had not told the lie, for my heart is 
at me, and angry with me." 

" Ella, I wish I knew who made this 
heart, that will not let you alone," 

" I know who made this basket," said 
Ella, "you did; and if anything were wrong 
in the making, I could go to you, and you 
would put it to rights." 

" I know my father's watch," said Gabriel, 

was made by a watchmaker." 
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And if," put in Ella drolly, " it went 
og, he would not go to tbe watchmaker, 
!&use he stole it from him." 

Ella, don't joke about that," eaid Ga- 
iel, sadly, " don't." 
How wistful you looked when you said 
that," said Ella ; " the tones were like a 
mournful bird's." 

I would I knew the great heart-maker," 
id Gabriel ; " I would go to the great man, 
id bid him put your heart and my heart 
ight, Ella, so that it should never go wrong 



Late in the evening they had finished 
their baskets, and tied them in a heap in 
their tents. Ella went to the stream to fill 
her kettle, and they sat down to tea, 

Ella, how I do like being atone with 
, we are so quiet!" 

We are," said Ella ; " and I think how 
; it would be if we could find a large 
ict of country to wander up and down in 
ourselves." 

We should soon," said Gabriel, " wish 
ir Rachey, with her lark-mounting joy." 
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"Indeed we should," said Ella; "but 
thea I am afraid she would not come alone, 
for she would bid all in the tents follow her, 
and they would troop after her, for she never 
bids in vain." 

" I wish," said Gabriel, " our king hated 
lying and stealing, and would make laws 
against so doing." 

" Sueh laws would never answer to him," 
said Ella ; " for he gets something by every 
stolen thing, from a horse down to a hop- 
pole." 

" I am glad to think," said Gabriel, " that 
Sister Spot was not stolen, at least by us." 

" How did my grandmother get her then ?" 
asked Ella ; " for I thought, to be sure, she 
was taken from the roof people, as almost 
every four-legged creature is," 

" My grandmother found it by the side of 
its mother that waa dying. Most likely the 
poor mother had been driven too hard, so 
that she died of fatigue. Sure enough, the 
poor creature was just dying on the edge of 
a common, when my grandmother came up; 
she did all she could for it, but it died ; it 
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uld not keep life in after the hard driving 
1 had had; yet ray grandmother saya, it 
loked as if it wished to live, when she spoke 
■ to it in a kind voice." 

" Poor thing !" said Ella, the tear glisten- 
ing in her eye. 

" My grandmother," continued Gabriel, 
" took the foal, our dear Spot, home with 
her, and brought it up, and treated it as one 
r her own ; it fed with her, and lay down 
y her aide, as a child would have done." 
" Granny would never let any one get 
jon its back," said Ella, " but you." 

'If she could help it," said Gabriel; 
** but Jack, and Sam, and Charley, have had 
tnany a ride on her. Jack was always play- 
big it some trick. I remember one day, 
khen my granny was far away, as we all 
ifaought, Jack jumped on its back with a 
BTOwn of straw upon his head, and saying, 
P Bow all of you, good people, to your king!' 
iet off at full speed ; he rode, and he rode, 
till, as he said, be rode into granny's mouth; 
for he came to a village, and the first person 
he met was my grandmother. Oh ! what a 



THE GIPSIE; 



beating poor Jack got from father, for he 
was with my grandmother; but it eould not 
cure him, and many and many a moonlight 
ride has he bad on her since." 

" Let us have a ride this evening," said 
Ella; " it is so cool and pleasant, and the 
day has been so hot." 

" I will whistle to her, and give her some 
hay, and a' handful of corn, which she may 
eat whilst we are at tea, and then we nill 
go," said Gabriel; and he gave a whistle, 
which brought Sister Spot to his side in an 
instant. 

When the mare had eaten the hay and 
corn, Gabriel put a halter round her neck, 
and he and Ella jumped upon her back. 
Ella kept herself on by clasping round Ga- 
briel's waist. Sister Spot set oflF at full 
speed ; had she not been sure-footed, she 
must have come down, for with the halter 
Gabriel could not guide her well; she gal- 
loped through a part of the New Forest, 
amongst high fern, up a height to a moor. 
Here she stopped to take breath, for she had 
scarcely slackened her pace for two milea. 
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'be gipsies looked around them, and their 
farts glowed within them as they looked 
upon the landscape, rich with the 
■ellow evening tints. They pointed out to 
other the beautiful spots that could be 
in from the hills, and all the lights and 
shadows that were thrown on the earth by 
the setting sun. Sister Spot had now reco- 
vered her breath, so off she setugain, and 
they went so far, so many more miles than 
they intended, that they thought they had 
better lie down under a hayrick that was 
Tore them, and let Sister Spot loose on the 
ith. Spot liked this arrangement very 
well, for she was tired ; and when the halter 
was taken off, she rolled herself over and 
over again, in the heather. 

" How happy she is," said Gabriel ; " we 
need not tie her, for there are hurdles all 
round the rick, so she cannot get at the 
ty." 

I will give her some,'" said Ella. 
No, no, you mwy aot," said Gabriel, 
" for it is not our hay, and it would be 
stealing." 
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" You honest fellow !" said a gamekeeper, 
who was looking for snares, and whom the 
children did not see. 

Ella started like a guilty thing, and gave 
a scream. The man laughed, and told her 
not to be afraid. Gabriel asked if they 
might sleep under the hay. 

" To be sure ; you can do no harm ; but, 
stop, helpme to pull a little hay to make 
you a bed." 

Sister Spot, who saw all this going on, 
came whinnying for a little, and the good- 
natured man threw her some hay. 

" What a beautiful mare ! how old, do you 
suppose 1" 

"Seven, or thereabouts," said Gabriel. 

" Thoroughbred ; you gipsies help your- 
selves to choice animals." 

" Ay, you think she was stolen," said 
Ella; "she was not," 

" Not at least by our tribe," said Gabriel ; 
" she could never have been stolen ; her 
mother might have been, and most likely 



" What tribe do you belong to?' 
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" To the Stanleys." 

" Do they never steal?" 

" Yes," said Ella, " to be sure they do, of 
■■ihe roof people ; they were no true gipsies 
else." 

The gamekeeper was amused, and asked 
Gabriel how he came by such a rare pony. 
Gabriel told Sister Spot's story. 

" Why do you call her Sister Spot ?" 

■I " We call her Sister, for she is as fond as 
p sister ; and Spot, because she is coal black 
all over, hut for that one white spot on her 
forehead." 

" She is worth any money ; and my mas- 
ter would give a good price for her." 

" My own Sister Spot !" said Ella, throw- 
ing her arms rouud the creature's neck ; 
Kand do they think you shall he taken from 
!, and from our tents, to dwell with 
rangers ? No, my darling, where we go, 
m go ; and where we rest, you rest ; our 
nt is your tent, our abiding place your 
aoiding place." 

" I would not part with her for anything 
you could offer me," said the gipsy boy, " for 
fay grandmother's sake." 



" You loved your grandmother, then ?" 

" I loved her ! to be sure I did ; how 
could I but love her, she was of our blood?" 

" When she died," said Ella, " the flesh 
left my father's bones for the sadness he felt 
by day and by night." 

" We gipsies," said (Jabriel, " love our 
own ; do not you cottagers ?" 

The gamekeeper laughed at the gipsy's 
quaiut and simple way of talking. 

" You laugh," said Gabriel, " at our 
speech ; I suppose it is unlike that of the 
roof people, yet we mean nothing." 

" Would all cottagers meant as well, and 
were as honest as you," said the man; " then 
I should not have the whole night to spend 
in looking for snares, instead of going to 
bed." 

" Who would wish to be in bed in such a 
night as this J" said the gipsy boy; "with 
the moon and stars looking down upon us 
from every part of the sky." 

" Yes, Gab," said Ella, " it is very plea- 
sant to run about at one's own will, beneath 
the moon and stars; but it is another story 
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} be obliged to walk and watch at nigLt. 
, Gab, I think you bad rather lay yon 
wn to sleep." 

" It is not happiness," said Gabriel, " to 
be obliged to do anything," 

" Well, God bless you ! my children, and 
keep you honest," said tbe gamekeeper; and 
he took up his gun, and walked off into a 
^^wood. 

^^^L-" God bless you 1" repeated Gabriel, slowly. 
^^^^£Ila, did you not mark his words, God 
^^H|eES you ? To bless, is to make happy ; and 
^^Bh>d was the one be called upon to make us 
^^Hi^py. Who is, who can be God ?" 

" How often," said Ella, " have I asked 
my mother who God is ; for they are always 

using the word when they are angry," 

^^^^" So have I," said Gabriel ; " but her au- 
^^^B|ier is, so is father's. ' Nobody that can do 
^^^On any good/ " 

" I am sure," said Ella, " the man docs 
not think that God can do as no good." 
" No," said Gabriel, " he is a kind man, 
a sure; and he felt heart-kindness l.o- 
^is us, when he said, God bless you I 
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Ella! I wish we knew who God is ; when 
shall we? do you think we shall ever?" 

" Perhaps God, whoever he may be, will 
let us," said Ella ; " and the very next per- 
son who knows about Him, we will not let 
go till he has told us." 

When they arrived in their tents, they 
found all asleep ; they gave Spot some bay, 
and quietly went off to the barn ; for though 
they had had some sleep in the hay, their 
night had been so short, that they lay them- 
selves down again for an hour or so. In the 
morning tbey collected their baskets, threw 
them over their shoulders, and set off on 
foot for the fair, for they would not take 
Spot with them, as she had had such a long 
gallop the night before. They sold all their 
baskets, aud when tbey returned, they put 
eight shillings into Ruth's hands. "Well 
done, my children," said their mother ; and 
tbey could have added, " and honestly come 
by." 
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SIE8 SET OFF FOlt THEIR WINTER 

QUARTERS. 

THE shepherd's BOY. 

> It was now late in September, tlie leaves 
changing colour, a.nd tlie atmosphere 
was foggy and dull ; this was a signal for de- 
parture into winter quarters. The robin 
eang his song loud and shrill, and a single 
song was every now and then heard from 
,other birds. On the first day of October, 
head of the tribe, an old man of eighty- 
lur, stood on the mound by his tent door, 
and with a loud voice proclaimed that all 
must be ready on the morrow to start for 
winter quarters, as they had far to go 
d3 
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before the end of November, and their 
march would be slow, as they had so many 
tender children with thein. Nothing does 
tbe gipsy so love as roaming; they set up a 
loud cry, and Mag, from the oak, screamed 
because tbey screamed. The proclamation 
pleased them right well, for they had now 
been four months in this their resting place. 
Some, however, did not hear it with un- 
mixed feelings. Jack thought with gentle- 
ness of the young Alice Brand's blue eyes ; 
Leah, the daughter of Daniel Stanley, wished 
to see again Simon Willis, the farmer's son, 
who was gone to a cattle fair with his 
father's bullocks, and was not expected hack 
for some days. " He will only find the ashes 
of our fires," said the girl to herself with a 
sigh. Ella and Gabriel sighed bitterly, for 
they loved the lane better than any spot in 
merry England ; and they felt so deeply leav- 
ing it, that they shunned each other for many 
hours. Rachel, who was all glee and fun, 
danced and sang from tent to tent, assisting 
all in packing. Jack found her worrying 
the magpie, who hopped down from the trees 
to fiy at her legs. 
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" Away to your tent, Rachel, and keep 
uiet; and don't appear to be so glad to 
'e an old friend." 

And who is ray old friend, Jacky?" 
Why, the lane to be sure," said Jack, 
issing on. 
Ah I and is that the old friend ?" said 
Rachel, looking after him. " Poor fellow ! 
he no ways likes leaving Alice Brand." 
Mary, Dan's daughter, a child of nine, 
ing Ella and Gabriel look grave and 
Try, went to them, and taking each by the 
iBnd, said, " Don't look so grave, but let 
run off through that field to Dearn's 
crag on the moor, and have a game for the 
last time there this year, at ' Follow, follow, 
catch me.' " 

Wait for me," said Rachel, huddling 
ik all her things into the old box. 
I'll come," said one; " so will I," said 
lother, till about a dozen children ran off 
;ether to the moor to play, and the welkin 
rang with their shouts. 

The next morning the Stanleys set off at 
an early hour. Ella and Gabriel lagged be- 
ind with Sister Spot, to talk of the quiet 
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lane, and the fields round about, and the 
moor, and to gather the few wild flowers 
that remained in the hedgeB, They then 
hurried on to the rest of the party, and for 
a quarter of a mile the road was lined with 
gipsies, carts, horses, doiikeya, and mules. 
Mag was put in a cage on the old black 
donkey : she was exceedingly cross at being 
a prisoner, so she sat sulky on the perch, 
close to tbe aide, watching every gipsy that 
passed, in hopes of being able to get a bite. 
Rachel, as she went by on Sheltie, brushed 
her stick against the bars of the cage ; Mag's 
rage burst forth at this insult from the hated 
gi])sy, and she drove her beak as hard as 
she could against the bars, hammering in 
spite, and jumping from the perch to the 
bottom of the cage, and from the bottom of 
the cage to the perch. Dogs, large and 
small, were coupled that they might not 
stray. The tribe did not rest for more than 
a day or two at the time, till they reached 
Salisbury Plain ; here they pitched their 
tents for a month, for the Stanleys were 
always well received in Salisbury and its 
neighbourhood. 
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One morning very early Gabriel took his 
Uaping-pole, and walked over the plaiu; il 
was a cold nioiniiig, and the snow lay frozen 
on the ground. All who have crossed the 
plain, know how cold it inust have been, 
■oven for a gipsy. Gabriel shivered for the 
first five minutes, till, by dint of running 
and leaping, he made bis blood to circulate. 
He had not gone far before he met a boy, 
crying as if hia heart would break ; the poor 
fellow waa walking towards a hut, one of 
the miserable huts built for the shepherd hi 
inter. On the plain the sheep are 
taught to follow the shepherd, and the shep- 
herd does not drive the sheep before hiui: 
it in a pretty sight to see this, and the little 
boy, when he sees it, may think of this verse, 
and look for it in the Bible : " And he 
calleth his own sheep by name, and leadeth 
them out; and when he putteth forth hif; 
•own sheep hegoeth before them, and the sheep 
follow him, for they know his voice." 

" What makes you cry so bitterly ?" asked 
Gabriel ; " is it the cold 1 Here, take my 
pole, and leap over a few yards of snow, and 
soon be warm again." 
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" It is not the cold that inakes me erj-," 
said the boy ; " but I have lost a sheep in 
the sDow, and I know not what has become 
of it; and I am sure I know not what will 
become of me, if I bring it not home to the 
fold." 

" Come," said Gabriel, " crying will do 
no good, or bring it back again ; our people 
will find it foryoii;" and he put both his 
hands to hia mouth, and gave a shrill 
whistle. 

" A cry of distress !" said several gipsies, 
running from their tents. 

" It was the cry of a Gabriel," said Reuben, 
from Dan's tent ; " three whistles, with an 
interval in the last." 

" Is the young Gabriel here ?" said Abner. 



■' No," 



I Cyril, " he went from 



" Which way came it ? let us give an an- 
swering call ;" and Abner gave an answering 
whistle, louder and shriller than Gabriel's. 
Gabriel again answered the whistle, and ere 
long a troop of gipsy lads poured down 
upon them, 
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" Come," said Gabriel, " don't let them see 
I thee, lad, in tears ; the gipsy will not assist 
ithe wailing boy ; put on a look of spirit, if 
thou hast it not. Come, my lad, come." 

The poor boy, so called upon, tried to put 
on as joyous a look as the high, careless, 
spirited Cabriel. Gabriel came forward, 
and told of the lost sheep, and the gipsies 
off in bands over the plain in quest of 
After some time, a party heard a shout 
md halloo; they looked in the direction 
■""froin whence the sounds came, and they be- 
held, upon a harrow, a gipsy, whom they 
thoug;ht to be Gabriel, yet at a great dis- 
tance from them, so that they couid not be 
sure. They hurried to the spot, and found 
Gabriel standing over the lost sheep, and 
Ella sitting down on the snow, with the 
head of the poor animal in her lap : she was 
breathing upon it, and rubbing it with her 
warm hands ; but her small breath and tiny 
hands could do little towards bringing back 
life to the sheep that appeared quite dead. 
The shepherd boy lay himself down by the 
animal, and put his mouth to the sheep's. 



42 



THE GIPSIES. 



" It still breathes," he said, " it is not 
quite dead, but it will be, before I get to tlie 
hut." 

"Take it," said Edwin, "to the tents: 
come, Sam, lend a hand." 

" Wtat will you do with it there ?" asked 
tlie boy, afraid of what the gipsies might do 
with it. 

" Why, cut it up and eat it," said a gipsy. 

" Cannot you trust us with it, after all the 
trouble we have had about it?" asked Ga- 
briel. 

" Yes, I know you are all kind, as kind 
can be ; bnt should my master find me in 
your tents, he would Hay me alive." 

" Poor fellow ! have you none to take 
your part V said Eachel ; " no father, no 
mother V 

" I am without father and mother ; they 
are both gone, and I wish I were gone too," 

" Why did they leave you ?" said Mary ; 
" it was very cruel of them." 

" They are both dead, and I wish I could 
die, but I cannot till God please to take 
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Gabriel started, but he said nothing ; he 
I looked round for Ella: Ella n-as not there. 
" Does your master treat you unkindly ?" 
I asked Alice. 

" Worse than a dog." 
" Do not return to him, but leave the hor- 
rible creature," said Rachel. 

" \^'here am I to go if I do run away V 
" Come with us," said Rachel ; " come, 
L and be one in the Stanley tents, and we will 
I take every care of you." 

" Come," said wild Willy, a gipsy from 
the lent of Benjamin, and whose long locks 
and wild blue eyes had gained him this name; 

t" if we stay here all day, the sheep has no 
chance of being warmed into life. Come, 
Gabriel and Edwin, lend a hand and hoist 
him up, for he will require three to do it." 

They stooped over the sheep, and taking 
it up between themselves, they carried it to 
the tents. Here they found Ella busily en- 
gaged with ber cousin, Charlotte Stanley, 
in warming ale for the sheep. 

" How long you have been coming!" said 
Ella. 
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" Here, don't throw the poor creature 
down on the ground," said Rachal, " but place 
it gentlj on this thick coat ;" and slie spread 
a coat on the ground. The senseless crea- 
ture was put with all care on the ground. 
"There," said Rachel, "a poor speechless 
lord could not be treated more kindly." 

Gabrieltookup a spoon, and said he would 
put some hot ale into its mouth. 

" No, no, Gabby," said Ella, taking a cup 
and pouring some ale into it, " you open its 
mouth, and Rachey shall pour the ale in, 
whilst I hold the cup," 

" That will be the best,"" said Gabriel, 
sitting down to open the sheep's mouth. 

Rachel took the spoon, but she laughed 
so heartily at the sheep's face with its mouth 
open, that she was obliged to give Mary the 
spoon, saying, " Come, Polly, the sheep 
lookssosilly, that I cannot for laughing give 
it its ale." Mary poured many a spoonful 
down its throat, and the poor animal soon 
became better ; they then covered it with a 
warm rug and blankets. 

" There, we have done all we can for you," 
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leaid wild Willy, " and we have covered you 
Iwith a mat made of sheep-skin — a skin, 
I perhaps, belonging to some friend of yours, 
I «ome poor silly sheep whom you have nibbled 
|tfith." 

" Don't say so," said the little boy, Mic, 
>• for perhaps the poor sheep may die to think 
mu't." 

" Well, thank you for your kindness," said 
2 shepherd's boy ; " and now I must go, 
' should my master find me among you, 
will kill me almost." 

" Go !" said Hachel ; " and do you think 
nou shall leave us without your breakfast ?" 
" I have my breakfast with me," said the 
K>yr 

" Where V asked the gipsies, quite asto- 
isbed. 
" In this bag ;" and he drew out some 
I and cheese ; " here is my breakfast, 
idinner, and supper." 

" Mercy me !" cried Rachel ; " why a new 
hatched water-fly, flitting on the water, would 
he up to more than that." 

" Yes," said Abner, " ere the trout had 
wized it," 
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" I question," said Renel, " if tbe fly could 
eat much after that." 

" Why, DO," said Abner, laughing, 

" Now sit down," said the good-natcred 
Hflnel, " and you shall have a hasin of 
soup." 

" You shall," said Rachel, " have a hasio 
brimming over in a minute; it is just ready." 

" Thank you, thank you," said the boy, the 
tears coming into his eyes with the thoughts 
of the savoury mess he was to have. 

Ella and Adah went for the largest basin 
they could find, and as tbey were looking 
about in the tent, they remembered cousin 
Bengy's large porringer, and ran to the 
Benjamin tent. Rachel filled it to tbe verj- 
brim with soup. 

" How good it smells !" said the poor boy ; 
" I have not smelt anything like it since my 
poor mother died." 

Mary gave him a spoon, and all sat down 
round him laughing and talking, and rejoic- 
ing to see him eat. Whilst they were 8o 
employed, theyheard footsteps stealinground 
the tents, steps that tbey knew were not 



THE GIPSIES, 



47 



ppsy footsteps, and in an instant tlie boy's 
Vcruel master rushed into the tents, with a 
Vlarge club in his hand, and his two savage 
rdc^s, Brand and CceBar, at his lieels. 

" So I have found you, yon rascal, have I?" 
■aid the enraged man. 

The gipsy children, panic struck, uttered 

it cry, and were going to run off, when Ga- 

llbriel, with flashing eye, exclaimed, " What, 

illows ! to leave the stranger, who is come 

mongst us, in the hour of need." The boys, 

'aBhamed of their cowardly conduct, turned 

and rallied round Gabriel, who had placed 

himself before the terrified boy. The boy 

f eried for mercy, and the shepherd swore he 

would break every bone in his skin. 

" Up, man," said Gabriel, " cry not for 
', of which there is about as much as 
a a shark's mouth ; but take that club and 
Bsist us." 
" Show fight, lad," said Renel. 
" Call the dogs to thee," said Gabriel. 
" Call the dogs to thee," cried Teman. 
The terror of the poor boy was such, that 
pe understood not a word that the boys said. 
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Rachel, seeing his horror, sprang to his side, 
and snatching at the club which the boy 
heid, " See, stranger, how a gipsy girl can 
fight." This gave courage to the boy, who 
raised his club. 

" Call, call those two dogs to you," said 
Teman; "we stand but a poor chance if 
those savage brutes fight with their master." 

". Whistle, lad, whistle to the doga, they 
know your voice," said Gabriel. 

The boy gave a faint, broken whistle, not 
too faint, however, to reach ihe dogs, who 
sprang over the phalanx of hoys, and stood 
by the little fellow, who had always treated 
them with kindness. 

"There," said Rachel, who still stood by 
the stranger, "keep the mastifis, and don't 
let them spring on onr people," 

The hoy did so, and all the cries of Brand, 
Brand, Csesar, Ceesar, could not induce them 
to return to their master. The shepherd 
dealt furious blows at Gabriel, who headed 
the band ; he was knocked down twice, and 
the last time so stunned, that he could not 
rise again ; Rachel and £lla, and the rest 
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of the gipsy girls, seeing the champion 
fallen, added their blows; and Hachel, 
snatching up the club that had fallen from 
the hands of the senseless boy, rushed, with 
her hair streaming down her back, to the 
fray. No Spanish woman in the Peninsular 
war ever behaved with greater devotion than 
did these gipsy girls. 

Fortunately, at this moment, the two 
[joong men, Jock and Charley, came to the 
stents, followed by lurchers and other dogs. 
The sight of these two athletic youths was 
sufficient to still the cruel man, thus battling 
with girls and boys. 

" What is all this ?" asked Jock. 

Rachel pointed to Gabriel, and tried to 
ntter, but could not ; she burst into tears, 
Bud wailed sadly for her brother. 

Hence ! away from hence !" said Charley, 
ing to the man, " or I'll thresh you 



Jock lifted up the stunned Gabriel, " My 
boy," be said, " with all thy star-gazing, 
and gentle and lovely ways, thou art full of 
jllack as a fighting-cock." 
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The aliepherd, swearing very coarsely, 
walked off. When he was gone, and Gabriel 
restored to himself, Rachel, who was always 
the spokeswoman, told the whole tale. 

" Wliere is the sheep V asked Jock, 

"There," said A dab, pointing to a heap 
of clothes and raata, " there, under that." 

" What ! nnder all that ?" said Jock, 
laughing, and he went to the heap, and 
lifted the things up — the sheep was dead. 
" Well," said Jock, " if you warmed it into 
life, you stifled it into death." 

" I wish it had lived," said Rachel, " it 
should have followed me about like a dog." 

Gabriel poured some water into a pail 
and washed his bleeding head, then he bound 
it round with bis blue handkerchief. In 
the evening, when the gipsies returned to 
their tents and their blazing fires, there was 
a long consultation held to determine what 
was to he done under present circumstances. 
The patriarch, or head of the tribe, took 
the shepherd's boy to his tent, and told him, 
that he from that moment was to consider 
him asi a father, who would cherish him as 
his first-born. 
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"What did the man say when he left 
you?" asked Daniel the elder. 

" Heswore vengeance," said Charley, "and 
let him come and seek of me." 

" The man will keep his promise, depend 
upon it," said Benjamin the elder ; " yet he 
will not come alone, but with authority, to 
recover the boy. Tremble not, my lad, he 
shall not have thee." 

" Yes, he'll try to take the law of us," 
answered Gabriel the elder, " but law seldom 
answers against gipsies." 
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CHAPTER VI. 



THE CONSULTATION AND THE FLIGHT. 



The gipsies now sat down round tlie chief's 
tent, to consult as to what had best be done, 
to protect the stranger from his cruel master. 

" He must not remain here," said Ben- 
jamin, " for the man swore vengeance, and 
he will come to seek it." 

" What is your name, my poor boy 1" 

" George Browne." 

" Well," said the elder Gabriel, " Browne 
and my boy, Gabriel, had better set out on 
the swiftest ponies for the west after mid- 
night." 
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"Whereabouts lies his hut?" asked the 
elder Daniel. 

" To the right of the high barrow, on the 
main road," said Browne. 

" Then," said Gabriel, " take the line 
across the country to where the setting sun 
IB lighting up that ridge of low hills." 

'■ I know," answered the young Gabriel ; 
" across the plain to the east of the pit- 
fell." 

" Just 8o," answered his father ; " and if 
any one speak to you, answer not, but con- 
tinue on your way, and make for the neigh- 
bourhood of Lyme; I think you will there 
ftll in with a friendly tribe, who will give 
yon rest among them. Does the chief ap- 
prove V 

" I do," answered the chief, 

" What tribe V asked Rachel, running to 
her father ; " what tribe, my father ?" 

" The tribe of Backs." 

" Then I will go," said Ilachel, bending 
low down to Teman ; " for 1 shall see Jolly 
John the smuggler. I want to know how 
much he sold his rat for." 
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" His rat !" said Teman ; " who will buy 
his rat ?" 

" He will not sell it as a rat," said Rachel, 
sitting down and smoothing her checked 
apron with her hands, and looking as if she 
had an uncommonly good story to tell if 
they would only ask for it. " You know 
Jolly John," she continued, finding they did 
not intend asking for the story. 

" Know him ! to be sure ; who does not ?" 
said Elam, from the tent of Dan. " Is he 
not merry as sunshine gnats?" 

" Very noisy," said Gabriel, smiling, for 
he knew how much Rachel loved Jolly John, 
and how blind she was to any of her friends' 



"Stupid, good creature!" said Rachel; 
" if a person be not looking at the stars and 
moon all night, and groaning and sighing 
like an owl, you think him noisy." 

" Well, never mind," said Gabriel, laugh- 
ing, " I do like him." 

" I know you do, dear Gabby," said Ra- 
chel, Jumping up and kissing him, " and I 
do not think you in the least stupid." 
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I" What a foolish girl you are," said David 
Dan ; " do sit down and tell your story, and 
not keep us here all day." 
" Ah, Davy ! and are you a wanting the 
rtory, boy? I thought you were, and you 
Were looking so curiouft." 

" Don't let it be very long," said Renel. 
" Mine never are but when I have a long 

I one to tell." 
" Let this be your shortest," said David. 
" Well, sit down on that thistle, Davy, if 
you like it, and hear my story." 
" None of your stories, Rachel," said the 
chief, " but let us think of the stranger's 
safety." 

" Another time, another time," said Ra- 
chel, nodding to her knot of listening friends, 
" the great man wills it, so another time." 
" We can wait for it," said David. 
" It shall be some time before you have 
it," answered Rachel, looking over her 
shoulder at him. " Ella," she whispered, 
" I'll go with Gab, and Browne with you." 
" 1 should like it," said Ella ; " but how 
can we possibly do so V 
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" I will go," said Rachel, " and coax Jack 

out of his Sheltie ; you know he never rides 
it himself, it is too small ; and whenever he 
has lent it to me, I have always taken care 
of it." 

" He will take care of hinoself," said Ella ; 
" but I don't think Jock will lend it to you 
for so many weeks." 

" I can but ask him," said Rachel, " and 
you ask for the mule." 

" Not I," said Ella, " it is the hardest 
trotter and canterer I ever rode ; it tires me 
to death." 

" I'll go and coax liim now," said Rachel; 
" I can get anything from him by going the 
right way about it. Jocky dear," she said, 
going np to her brother, " Jocky dear." 

" Well, what do you want with Jocky? 
something, I am sure, since it is Jocky 
dear." 

" Why, nothing very particular," answer- 
ed Rachel ; " but — " 

" Well." 

" Why, your pony," 

" Nothing very particular, indeed ! but I 
think it is something very particular." 
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" Particular siuall," said Rachel, laughing. 
" Rather small," said Jock, drily. 
" Jocky," again began Rachel. 
" Well ?" 

" Will you lend me your Slieltie to ride 
f Bway with Browne and Gabriel ?" 

" They are much better without such a 
wild bird," said Jock. 
" I don't ask you that," said Rachel, mer- 

»rily, " I aak you for Sheltie." 
, " Stay quietly where you are, and take 
eare of Mic," said her mother. 
"Take care of Mic!" answered Rachel, 
with her gipsy whine; " and wherefore that, 
dear mother? don't you know I hate watch- 
ing children? Jocky, I must have Sheltie, 
for what will Gabriel and the stranger do 
Uvithont nie ? you know they must have their 
dinners cooked. Then what will they do 
r money, the poor things, without me to 
J for them by the way." 
" That won't do, Rachey ; you know they 
ve plenty of money," said Adah. 
" Jocky — " 
"WeU?" 
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" Well, well ! how I do hate your wells, 
Jocky !" 

" Do you 1" said her brother, folding his 
arms, and smiling upon his very beautiful 
sister, who had thrown herself upon her 
knees before him, and put her arms a-kimbo. 

" If you will lend me your Sheltie, I will 
promise to give you, when I again see you, 
threepence out of every sixpence that I 
get." 

" How many sixpennies do you reckon 
upon 1" said her brother. 

" Why, five at least a day." 

" I dare say," they all said, laughing. 

" Just think upon me," said Rachel, " on 
Sheltie, sitting in the midst of ray prettiest 
ways. All who see me will say, ' A pretty 
gipsy, good Booth.' Now I will ride up to 
every one I meet, or come up with," 

" I have no doubt you will," said Latty 
Ben. 

" I will," said Rachel, " be sure ; and do 
you think any one will turn from the gipsy 
girl upon Sheltie, with her sparkling eyes 
and wild songs V 
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" A bargain," said Jock, " if you will 
promise, on your honour, to give me three- 
pence out of every sixpence you get." 
^" I will ; yet you make a hard bargain 
th your little Rachey." 
•' Nay," said Jock, " you made the bar- 
gain." 

Racliel sat down, and covering her face 
with her hands for a second, she eiaid, as she 
looked in Jock's face, " Jocky, I have had 
a dream, a generous dream, in which was no 
largain." 
i" "What was the dream ?" said Jock. 

"That you had, in the handsomest way 
possible, given me Sheltie out and out." 

" I'll e'en let you have it," said Jock, 
" for the pall of your love on me." 
f " Now there's a dear Jock ! now there's a 
ice Jock ! now there is a Jocky of Jocks !" 
Big the happy gipsy. " Ella, Sheltie is my 

f own." 

P" Should you like to go ?" said Charley 
hter. 
I should," said Ella, " hot I have no- 
thing but the mule to ride, and it is a wea- 
fiful hard goer." 
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" I will lend you wilful Jennie, the black 
mare," said Charley; "yet, Ella, why do 
you look so like a garden -fond led flower? 
We are all too rough for you." 

" I am very well, Charley," said Ella, 
slowly turning upon him her deep grey 
eyes, 

" You are too good for us," said Rachel, 
throwing her arms round her young sister, 
" and so is Gabriel ; and if I can get you 
both to the moon that looks so pale yonder, 
I will ;" and she pointed to the crescent moon 
just showing herself to the setting snn. 

" You would send them to a genty gilpey* 
in tleecy snaw," said Mary, 

" She's a genty gilpey now ; but sbe'Il be 
a fine commanding dame before yon get to 
her," said llachel. 

" She looks coy," said Clary Ben, " for 
she stands in awe of the sun, who is not 
gone to his tent." 

" I think," said Tulla Ben, " she thought 

he was (juite gone, and so she came oot to 

laugh with a little maiden of a star before 

* Gent; gQpey is Scotch for elegant girl. 
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i was her time to play the queen to the 

" They 8»y," said Rachel, " the great like 
' often to throw off their greatness, and act 
the gipsy, thoughtless, wild, and free." 

" What nonsense you girls are talking!" 
said Die the savage, so called by all for his 
surly temper, 

"You crooning callan,"* said Rachel, 
" why throw your canker on our buds of 
talk?" 

Rachel said this with such energy that 
all laughed. Die rose at this rebuke, and 
grumbling out that as they were in England 
they had better talk English, walked away. 

" We will " said Rachel, " talk all the 
languages of the country we pass through, 
for all him, with his joy-withering heart." 

Rachel now thought it was the time to 
tell her rat story ; and as she did not like to 
tell it unasked, she contrived in a few mi- 
nutes to introduce the word mouse ; for she 
Ibought mouse might very naturally lead to 
■t, and rat to the story, and so it did ; for 
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no sooner had the word mouse been pro* 
Dounced, than David said, " Now for your 
story, Rachel, for I know you long to tell 
it." 

" Story ! what story V said Hachel, pre- 
tending to have forgotten all about it. 

" Come, come, you remember well enough," 
said David, " Jolly John and the rat," 

" O yes ! I remember." 

" So yoo did well enough, at first," said 
David. 

" We have no time for stories now," said 
Rachel, wishing to conceal from David her 
desire to tell it, " for we have so much to 
do before midnight. To call our ponies — 
to feed them — to get all our food together 
— to take your pie, Die." 

" My pie !" said Die, who had just saun- 
tered back to the party. 

" Your hare-pie." 

*' My hare-pie, iiideed ! I'll knock you on 
the head if you touch it," 

" I'll have it, Davy, though Die watch 
over it as a mother over a cradle." 

" Hush !" said David, who saw Die's eye 
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famed towards them, " Die looks dangerous; 
Ipn't talk about him, his temper is not to 
B trifled wiiii." 

" Come, Rachel," said Renel, "don't fidget 
tout, but tell the story." 
" You remember Jolly John's \->et rat 1" 
" And it were but bad memory to forget," 
1 Lotan Stanley, " for the beast bit my 

r through last year." 
" Well, one day — " 

" You never would be able to tell a story 
ihouta well, Itachey," said Itonel. 
I* Perhaps not, Renel, but don't stop inc 



" Go on, go on," said David, 

* I went up one day to Jolly John, who was 

tting quietly upon the trunk of an old tree, 

f busily employed with something in his 

' Neither whistling, singing, nor 

bying tricks,' said I to him, 'then some- 

ing must be going on.' ' Come here,' said 

ihn, bursting with laughter, ' come here, 

^iind see my rat turned into a dog.' I went 

to him, and there it was, sure enough, turned 

into a beautiful dog, for he had covered it 
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with a puppy-skin ;• though I knew it was 
a. rat, and I hate rats, yet I could not help 
rubbing it with my cheek, it looked so beau- 
tiful. ' What are you going to do with it?' 
I asked. ' Sell it at yonder house, where 
they give so much for dogs, I bet I sell it 
to her for ten bright guineas.' " 

The gipsies were amused, and Gabriel's 
loye of fun made him laugh, though he 
wished John had not been so mischievous, 

" Did he get the ten guineas 1" asked 
Lotan. 

" That's what I want to know ; and I hope 
I shall soon meet with him to tell me, and 
I will tell you all." 

"That you will, I'll answer for it," said 
David. 

At midnight, Gabriel and Browne, with 
Ella and Rachel, sat off for the west ; they 
rode for many miles without stopping. 
Browne, who had scarcely ever ridden be- 
fore, felt dreadfully tired ; so wearied indeed, 
that he thought several times he must fall 
from the pony. At about two they arrived 
■ A true Btoiy. 
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;at a ferny spot, and they determined to stop 
'faere for the night. Rachel took out a pte, 
and they very soon ate almost the whole of 
it ; then they lighted a fire for the air was 
cold and damp, and they boiled the kettle 
and made tea. They then prepared to lie 
down, and gathering the fern they laid it in 
a heap, and Browne and Gabriel tied up 
the poniea to the gate, lest they should do 
ly mischief to the neighbours, Rachel 
lid them to let the poor creatures have 
leir liberty, for if they did stray, why it 
better than that they should be miser- 
tble all night. Gabriel did not approve of 
this loose code of honesty, and he told her 
to leave the ponies where tbey were, for 
tbeir halters were longenough to allow them 
lie down, and he had given them enough 
Ly to satisfy them. 

" As you will," said Rachel, " but I shall 
into that field, and lie down near the 
ge, under the shelter of that corn-rick." 
So will I," said Ella. 
'■ Good-night, and kind fairies dance 
land yon,* said Gabriel; and he and 
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Browne walked off to find a night's lodging. 
Browne bidding Gabriel good-niglit, left 
him, and went forward a few steps, then he 
knelt down, and clasping his hands, he 
whispered this prayer; " Thank you, ray 
God, for having taken me away from my 
cruel master; do look upon my kind gipsy 
friends, and bless them, and bless me also, 
my God and Saviour." 

Gabriel, who saw him kneel and heard 
him whisper, went to him, and when 
Browne had finished his prayer, and had 
bowed his head to the name of his Saviour 
whom be loved, Gabriel said, " What have 
you been doing, Browne?" 

" Only what you have, I dare say — pray- 
ing." 

" Praying — praying," answered Gabriel, 
" what is to pray ?" 

" To beg, and to thank God," said 
Browne, 

" Who is God V asked Gabriel. 

" Our Father who is in heaven, and his 
Son our Lord Jesus Christ, who is at his 
right hand praying for us, and asking of tbe 
great God." 
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Gabriel started like u mad thing, and 
bounding over the hedge into the field, 
where Ella and Hacbel lay asleep, lie knelt 
down beside his sister, and taking her hand, 
said, " Ella, I have found our friends uf 
the sun and moon." He tried in vain to 
make the sleeping girl sensible, she only 
answered in her sleep : he looked at both 
of his sisters, and said, " God, if you are of 
great power and greatness, and if you know 
Tuy grandmother, and know where siie is, 
and if you can give good things, give some- 
thing to my sisters sleeping here." He 
then left his sisters, and returned to Browne, 
whom he found also asleep. Gabriel lay 
down beside him, and after some time he 
dropped off. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

GABRIEL SEES A BIBLE FOR THE FIRST TIME. 
BROWNE PROMISES TO TEACH HIM TO READ. 

RACHEL AND ELLA JOIN THEM. 

When Gabriel awoke he found Browne 
already up. '* The earliest cock," he said, 
*' has not taken his head from under his 
wing. Where is the stranger?" Gabriel 
plunged into a stream near by, and having 
dressed himself, went in search of Browne ; 
he saw him not far off, sitting on a sunny 
bank reading. Browne shut his book, and 
rose to meet Gabriel. 

" What a nice fat little book," said 
Gabriel, taking it out of his hand ; '^ what 

is it r 



THE GIPSIES, 



' The Bible," said Browne. 

' Is it filled with stories ?" asked Gabriel, 

' Yes," said Browne, " of those who 
loved God, and of those who would not 
love Him, poor unhappy creatures !" 

" Browne," said Gabriel, with a flushed 
cheek and ansious eye, " how I should like 
to know God, and to read about Him ! 
Why did not my father let me learn to 
fead P" 

' Why should not yon learn n ow ? it is 
[not too late." 

' Don't you think it is?" 

' I am sure it is not," said Browne ; " I 
will teach you, and till you can read, I will 
read to you." 

" Thank you more than once by many," 
laid the gipsy ; " and now let us speak 
igain of God." 

' Let us," said Browne. 

' I wish," said Gabriel, " God would 

ne down to us — come as a kind old man, 
and stand by us, and tell us what to do, and 
smile upon us as our chief does when he is 
well pleased with us." 
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" He did come down once." 

"Did He?" said Gabriel; "not since 
I could climb the hills, for I must have 
heard of it ; it was such a great thing to 
have liappened." 

" No," said Browne ; " it is more than 
eighteen hundred years since God sent his 
Son Jesug Christ to live among us." 

"To live among us!" said Gabriel; 
" the great God's Son would hardly come 
to live with the poor of the laud, and with 
those who dwell in tents !" 

" You think, perhaps, that Jesus Christ 
came down to live with the great, and rich, 
and powerful 1" 

" Yea," said Gabriel, " to live in palaces, 
and to teach the kings of this land, and 
other lands, their duty ; then the kings 
■would let their great men hear what the 
man of heaven had to say, and the great 
men would teach smaller men, and the 
smaller still smaller, till at last all would 
hear God's commands." 

" Jesus Christ," said Browne, " came down 
and lived with the very poorest in the land, 
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K-and He was poorer than the poorest, for 
' He had not where to lay his head ;' and 
I He was so kind and gentle, that the most 
I wretched could speak to Him with the 
I same pleasure tliey could to a kind brother, 
(a thing we fear the least in the world." 
" Then God is the great person in the 
—and Jesus Christ his friend in the 
moon; then — then Ella will not be afraid 
■of having a Cod over her." 

" What do you mean ?" said Browne, 

" Ella and I," said Gabriel, " often, when 

e are by ourselves, talk of good and bad, 

^nii Ella once said, that she wished if we 

lad any one above us who could see and 

■ all, and who was very good, and 

r than any of us can be — if there were 

^uoh a great and good person, there might 

' also another as great but sotler, and 

bo would be a friend to this great person." 

" Who is," said Browne, " Jesua Christ." 

" Yes," said Gabriel, " and who is like 

llie friend that lives ia the moon, a groat 

iperson, but of gentler feelings than the one 

Lid the sun." 
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" Jesus Christ," said Browne, " is our 
Lord, and ia full of mercy and kindness for 
us, and is always asking God to forgive us. 
O he is such a very, very kind friend !" 

" There is a something, it seems almost 
like a voice in me," said Gabriel," that is 
always telling me that this and t'other 
is wrong ; have you ever that voice ?" 

" Yes," said Browne, " and the voice is 
placed in us by God to keep us right." 

" Sometimes 1 will not listen to it," said 
Gabriel, " and then I find that it speaks 
very quietly and low, but still it always 
speaks to me." 

" That voice," said Browne, " is called 
conscience, and is placed in us as a sign- 
post to tell us which way to go in God's 
commands." 

" This voice," said Gabriel, " is always 
telling me not to swear; is it wrong so to 
do?" 

" Yes," said Browne, " it is very wrong, 
and the Bible tells me it is ; and as the Bible 
was written under God's commands, we 
may think that what it tells us must be 
true." 
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I" Do find," said Gabriel, (touching the 
Bible,) " where it is said." 
" I will look in the Paslnis," said Browne, 
opening the Bible, " I dare say I shall find 
It there; yea, here, I have found these 
words: 'Lord, who shall abide in tliy 
tabernacle, who shall dwell in thy holy 
hill? He that walketh uprightly, and 

worketh rigbteousneBS, and epeaketh the 

^^H^th in bis heart.' " 

^^^B " What nice words," said Gabriel, " ' that 
^^^Kpeaketb the' — how does it go on?" 
^^H " ' That speaketh the truth in bis heart.' " 
^^^p " Then I must not even think a lie," said 
Gabriel. 
" No," said Browne, " you may not." 
" But I cannot help thought," said Ga- 
briel, 

" Choke it with a good thought," said 
Browne, 
" Not so easily done ; how am I to do it V 
" By turning your thought to God," said 
Browne, " and thinking upon something 
good that He has done, you will not be able 
to think of God and a lie at the i 
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" No," said Gabriel, " the devil and a 
lie do well together — but God and a lie, I 
suppose do not." 

" The devil," said Browne, " is the father 
of lies." 

•' Is that told as in the Bible V said Ga- 
briel. 

" It is," said Browne. 

" Will I," said Gabriel, " love the child 
of Bueh a father ? No. Find out another 
passage, there's a good fellow." 

" I will " said Browne ; " I only wish I 
knew where the passages were to be found ; 
here is another in Proverbs. ' The lip of 
truth shall be established for ever, but a 
lying tongue is but for a moment.' " 

Bachel and Ella now joined them, and 
Rachel said, 

" What are yoa two doing, for you look 
both very grave ?" 

" Beading," said Gabriel. 

" Me, how clever ! Gab, you don't pre- 
tend to read, do you, for I am sure you 
cannot?" 

" No," said Gabriel, laughing. 
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" He never pretenJs anything," said Ella. 
" No, nor neither he does," said Rachel ; 
never pretends anything, sweet Tra- 
fi Joy." 
"Traveller's Joy! who is sweet Travel- 
8 Joy?" asked Browne. 
' Ella," said Rachel^ " we call Sweet 
I Traveller's Joy." 

' Yes," said Gabriel, " as the traveller's 
|oy winds herself around the dying greens 
' autumn, so Ella winds Iierself around 
\ah heart, gladdening it, and cheering it." 
Ella smiled, and could not but rejoice 
D sach praise from a brother. 
" Have you a name?" 
" Yes," said Gabriel," they call me Eagle 
pye." 

' Because," said Rachel, " bis looks and 
Sioughts are so lofty ; bis dark eye reaches 
^e clouds and topmost jieaks, and bis 
boughts go into the land beyoud the 
Houds,"* 

■' Wbat is your name V 
" I am called Rose of the Wilds," said 
Rachel, " and I like the name marvellously 
Irell, " for it speaks of prettiness." 



76 THE GIPSIES. 

" And you are beautiful," said Ella. 

" Of gaiety," said Rachel. 

" You are gay," said Ella. 

" Thank you, Elly dear," said the wild- 
spirited llacbel. " Gab, don't look so very 
rueful, for you are as good as good can be, 
and a kind fello\r as ever lived, and as 
thorough a gipsy as ever looked towards 
the sun, and that is better than alt the rest 
besides." 

" No," said Browne, " not so, Rachel, 
it is better to be good than even a gipsy, 
for if we be not good, God, who is ao good 
and perfect, cannot love us." 

" You prosy fellow," thought Rachel, 
looking at him, " you don't know what it 
is to have high gipsy blood in your veins. 
Come to breakfast," she said aloud, " for 1 
have prepared tea for you — some of Die's 
gunpowder- tea, which I took instead of his 
pie, for I believe he sat upon his pie till 
we galloped off, I wish I could have got 
at it ; rare and good it is, I'll be bound." 

" Rachel, you are too bad," said Gabriel ; 
" but come to breakfast." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

BREAKFAST — A TRIBE OF GIPSIES SEEN IN 
THE DISTANCE — RACHEL GOES TO THEM. 

While they were at breakfast, Rachel 
descried a tribe of gipsies far in the horizon. 
" There, then," she said, " I am sure far 
off, where the earth joins the sky, is a tribe 
moving." 

" Where ?" said her companions. 

" There, as far off as your eye can reach to 
the westward of that purple coloured hill." 

" I cannot see anything," said they all. 

" Well, now, Gabriel, you just look," said 
Rachel, " and I will point. Follow my 
finger. You see that clump of firs there in 
the east about five miles off— there." 
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" I see," said Gabriel, " to the right of 
*Dic of the bank — not a hundred yards from 
Cioilly water." 

" Just so," said Rachel. 

" The country," thought Browne," seems 
to be all their own : they know every atone 
and hill within many miles." 

" A little to the east of that clump, do 
you not see something moving?" swd 
Rachel. 

" I see something certainly moving," said 
Gabriel, " but from the great distance, it 
may be anything — sheep, or anything." 

" Sheep, indeed," said Rachel ; " say a 
flock of geese ; why. Gab, you do not ob- 
serve the diSereut lengths of the figures, or 
you would not say so. I fancy I can even 
spy Slenie Morse's lofty figure." 

" When your fancy is up, Rachey, I know 
not what you may fancy; sit down again, 
and let us finish our breakfast." 

" I will speak with them," said Rachel, 
" for they may have Jolly John with them, 
and I must hear the end of the rat story." 
• The name ol'a bank. 
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" Oh, pray don't bring Jolly John upon 
tis Willi bis noisy laugb and his care-nought 
look," laid Ella. 

" Go to them !" said Gabriel ; " why, 
Itachel, they are at least eight miles off." 

" Nererlheless, I shall away after then) 
as soon as ever I iiavc finished this cup. 
How uncommonly good his gun powder- tea 
is," she said, chuckling; " what a rage he 
will be in when he finds it gone 1" 

" I wonder," said Ella, " if he ever gave 
^sy anything in his lite." 

• Dic^" said Gabriel; " never." 

I" I aliall never be too good to take from 
' said Rachel. " Gab, will you lend 
p Sister Spot?" 

• Yes," said Gabriel, " but be careful with 



" I won't hurt her," said Itachel ; " please 
iitle to faer." 

'* She is tied, you know, to the gate," 
d her brother. 

I, she is not, for I and Ella untied 
• and the rest very early thiit morning; 
e they are all in that underwood, eating 
■ near the streatii." 
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Gabriel whistled, and Spot, followed by 
the other ponies, trotted to them. Rachel 
took a halter and put it round Spot; the 
ijpoilt animal huted Rachel, who had bo 
often teazed her with Jock and Charley, 
and no Booner was she on its back, than she 
started upright on end, spun round, and 
threw the gipsy off, 

" Nasty beast, that it is," said Rachel ; 
•' Gab, you spoil her, and make her good 
for nothing." 

The next instant her anger was gone, 
and she could not help laughing, for she 
saw the little mare trotting off again with 
her companions to the grass, and tossing 
her head to and fro highly pleased with 



" There, you think you have done that 
cleverly, you cunning beastie," said Rachel ; 
" but Sheltie muat come with me ; he shall 
not escape so easily." 

" Sit still, and I will catch him for you," 
said Browne ; and he and Gabriel walked 
off to the stream, and many a minute 
elapsed ere they could catch the pony ; at 
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ut Shcltie was cuuglit, and Gabriel, jump' 
iiig on the wild Htttu aiiiiiml, caught it by 
the mane, and galloped back to Kachel. 

The gip«y girl put a halter round iti 
, trotted down the liill, and was soon 
[ut of sight. 
I •* flhe will never come np with them," 

1 Browne. 

1 Bhe not V said Ella. " You little 

low Rachey ; were they twenty miles off 

B would reach them." 
f •' What a merry-making heart she has," 
1 Browne. 

" Hbe is the life of the tentM," answered 
"Osbriel. 

Qabriel ha^l been busy for the last year 
in making, with the assistance of others, 
a long Ssbing-net ; time was his own jnst 
then, Bo ho asked Browne to give him a 
reading lesson. Hrowno and Klla, with 
Ciabriel, wore thus employed for more than 
an hour, and they felt so much interested 
in what they wore about, that the hour 
seemed btit five minutes. 

" We shall soon be able to read," said 
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Ella, deligbted with what she had already 
done. 

"Very Boon," siiid Gabriel; "but sit 
down, Ella, and I tind you will go on with 
the net, and Browne will read to us; will 
you not, Browne ?" 

" I shall like it," said Browne; " shall I 
rpad a few prayers from the Prayer-book V 

" Do," said Gabriel. 

" I suppose," said Ella, " numbers and 
numbers of prayers go up together every 
morning to heaven from different hearts?" 

" Yes, many and many, I'll answer for 
it," said Gabriel. 

" I wonder," said Ella, " for my part, 
people are not praying all day and all night 
long, when once they lind that they can go 
to heaven, and that God can hear them in 
heaven." 

" Think," said Gabriel, " of having One 
whom you can never tire with asking." 

" Rachel would be glad to meet such a. 
one on the road," said Ella. " I did not 
think there could be found one so kind." 

" No, neither did I," said the gipsy boy. 
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' IIow quickly a ludy's pniytTW, with liur 

beautiful way of Maying; tlioiri, niid jilncing 

t)ieHiio wor(l>t,iiiiistgoU))ieavfiii!" iiaid Ella. 

' No," xaid JJrowno, " (Jod ilooi not car« 

r words. He only cnroH for tho lifiArt; lot 

e prayer conio warm from tho heart, and 

i takcH it to hitnHolf directly." 

" Thore was lomothing about duw in one 

le prayers tlint you read to me yoater- 

' uid Uabrie], " and it did itound no 

Mtty." 

' Dew," Raid IJrowne, " what could that 
a? let ino think. Oli 1 I know; ■ pour 
Kin u» the continual dew of thy bleNning.' " 
" Whatwaa it'(" naid Gabriel. 
" It iH very, very pretty," naid Ella. " I 
rtmoinber looking very early ono morning 
1 a ro»e, the dew-drops were njion it, and 
It looked rjuite glad ; and an I looked at it 
I thuught it looked um if it could Npcak, 
mly it would not, but be nilont with glad- 
iH for the duw that waa upon it." 
' Ho you thought," »aid Gabriel, " that 
dlD roNC could itpeuk but would not, for fear 
litopping itN happineita." 
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" Yes," said the gipsy girl ; " and the 
dew of God's love on the heart must make 
the heart very happy, and the tongue very 
silent to help thought on its way," 

" A prayer," said Browne, " is mentioned 
in the Bible, as one that God loved — the 
prayer of a poor man who felt he was 
wicked, and must have God's mercy to go 
on at all." 

" Tell me the prayer that God could 
think good enough for Him to listen to," 
said Ella; " what a fine grand prayer it 
must be !" 

" It was a prayer," said Browne, " with 
very few words in it — ' God be merciful to 
me a sinner.' 

" Few words, indeed," said Ella ; " why 
these few words could have come from a 
heart not very full of knowledge, and been 
tipoken in less than a minute." 

" They came," said Bi-owne, " from a 
heart given to God, and God knew it." 

" Then if this prayer," said Ella, " went 
up to God, I will not be afraid, and I will 
pray;" and she knelt down, and bowing 
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her head, she said quietly, so as hardly to 
be heard by her companions, " I am sinner; 
kind God, love me." 

They were going on talking, and Gabriel 
and Blla feeling quite a new kind of hap- 
piness, given by their heart speaking up to 
their God for them (which is, my little 
readers, holding communion with God) when 
they heard the voices of Rachel and others ; 
hel was ascending the hill on the other 
and was speaking to those who re- 
"inained below. 

" Good-bye, good-bye," she called out ; 

thank you a thousand times ; and since 
cannot come further, farewell, good- 



" There she is," said Ella, " saying adieu 
^ith all the warmth of her warm heart." 
"See," said Gabriel," if Rachey do not 
^ she has found somebody whom she likes 
Btter than anybody she ever met with in 
s world before," 

' Yes, somebody," said Ella, " who haa 
ien the kindest creature that ever was," 
" Just see," said Gabriel. 
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They all nodded, and laughed. 

Rachel now appeared above the ridge of 
the hill; she then turned round, and began 
kissing her band with redoubled fervour, and 
"farewell, farewell, good-bye, good-bye!" 
were screamed out. These friendly words 
were answered from below by shouts of 
" Adieu, adieu !" Wild whistles, shouts, and 
singing, were beard from the retreating gip- 
sies, and Rachel gazed intently upon the de- 
parting figures ; when her friends were quite 
out of sight, Rachel turned to Ella and 
Gabriel, wbo sat smiling at her. 

" Now and what are you laughing at, 
Gab and Elly? some funny thought ? and 
it is / am the thought, I am thinking. 
Well, they are kind. What does amuse 
you so? Browne, tell me." 

" How am I to tell V answered the boy. 

" Look at Sheltie — look atSheltie! was 
there ever anything half so kind? What 
are you laughing at? And as for Johnny 
and Susan Morse, I never did like any 
people half so well before." 

"Not jolly John, Rochey ?" asked Ella. 
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'' Xo ; St least iiot better. I do not tfatnk 
I like him better. But what can make jou 
laugh BO." 

" Don*t be vexed," said Gabriel, " but 
we cannot help laughing; for we agreed 
yOQ would come back, saying, you never 
saw anything so delightful as your new 
friends." 

" New friends, indeed !" said Rachel, 
they are not new : we met theni in Dum- 
;fries, on our return from the Highlands last 
year, foolish things that you are." 

Ah ! to be sure," said Gabriel, " near 
Drumlanrig Castle; one of them liad a 
young eagle." 

"John himself bad it," said Itachel; " he 
has it now, an uncomfortable, shabby-fea- 
thered bird. I wonder why they call it 
ing of the birds?" 

Its ways I suppose," said Gabriel, " give 
it that name: it has a kingly flight over its 
lonntains — it bas a fine eye, and much that 
is great in its look." 

Well, I am sure the eagle I saw just 
low bas none of that." 
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" It was a tame eagle," said Gabriel. 

" As for John and Susan, I feel as if they 
were my brother and sister," 

" How many brothers and sisters have 
you in every tent? for you never return to 
us without finding a new brother and Bister," 
said Gabriel. 

" I don't care how many I have, for they 
are the nicest things to hare in the world ; 
but just look, Gab ; see how Sheltie is laden 
with good things ; we may call to every 
passer by to come in and dine with us for 
the next month. Just look, two bottles of 
cider, a goose pie, two large cheeses, and 
three loaves." 

"That is kind," said Ella; "but what 
did you give for all?" 

" Give for all!" said Rachel, "there would 
have been little kindness if I had given any- 
thing." 

" Did you give nothing, then?" 

" Nothing, they would take nothing; and 
when I told Johnny Morse to ask of the 
tent of Gabriel, when they fell in with our 
people for a return, Johnny made answer. 
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' When we fall in with the tribe of Stanley, 

we filiall only think anJ talk of the wild rose 

that has left their tent.' Johnny has the 

j real good way of saying things : he is the 

I nicest creature." 

" I begin to think so myself," said Ella, 
I " fori am so fond of cheese." 

" Cheese or no cheese, he is so," said 
r Itacbel. 

' Did you ever return to us without hav- 
ing found a nicest creature that ever was 
iaV said Gabriel. 

" Well, perhaps, and I never did," said 
B&chel, merrily. 
"It will be nothing but nice Johnny 
I Horse all day," said Ella, quietly. 

" No, it will not," said Rachel, " only 

once more will I say so. Johnny, thou art 

the nicest creature, the nicest that nice can 

I be. There, I won't say the word again — 

he it was that lugged out all the good things 

I from the chest of stores." 

" I hope," said Ella, " they will fall in with 
r tents, for I should like our folk to liear 
I of as; they will be poodering upon us." 
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" In all likelihood they will in about ten 
days,'* said Rachel, ^' if not before. I sent 
many loves and heart-wishes to them, and 
reverence to the chief; for you know great 
men like to be great men'd." 

^* All like respect," said Gabriel. 

" Pray don't be so good, please don't,'* 
said Rachel. 

'* I will," said Gabriel, laughing. 
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PTHB YOUNO aiPBtBe GO ON THZIR WAY — 
TUBY FALL IK WITH THE BACKH. 

RACHBL'a BOnHOWFIII. IIEFLECTIONS. 

Ella having recovered from Iter fatigue, 
Raebel declared that she would not cook 
another dinner lor them in that spot. 

' What a good you are, Ilaohel," said 
Browne. 

' Yes," said Rachel, " I have none of the 



in me ; am 



id, do 



you 



know, I think 



roof-squat 
[ you like the gipsy roaming a tiny wee bit." 



" I have 



never 
' came 



heen s 



happy a 



iig you. 



' I am glad of it," eaid Rachel, " I am 
i glad of it, with all my heart ; but/ she 



92 



THE GIPSIES. 



added to herself, " I am not so sure that I 
like the Bible ; what it says to me cleaves 
to me, and I cannot but think of it." 

Rachel, whose beauty and wild lively 
manners and simplicity won upon all, gained 
many a penny by plucking feathers, helping 
to milk, and driving pigs home for the 
farmer's wives in the neighbourhood. Many 
a supper was she invited to, and many a 
gipsy and ghost-story she told to the lads 
and lasses round the aupper-table. The 
ghost-story she told the best was the hideous 
appearance of a huge cowtail, that frightened 
some gipsy girls into tanterum-tam-nations. 
The girls were milking in the dead of night 
a farmer's crooked -horned cow, when they 
were frightened by a red tail, higher than 
any of the oaks in the field, coming towards 
them : the tail was curled at the end, like 
an uncut terrier's tail ; ' and,' said Rachel, 
' nothing curls so well as a terrier's tail.' 
This dreadful tail came hopping towards 
them in the most frightfully quick way; 
and though the poor girls jumped up, and 
overthrew pail and creepy and all, yet they 



itily jiiftt tiiiiililud over tlio Mlilu in lime to 
[ get out of t)iL- much of its dreadful lushes. 
I As they wero lying under the stile sick with 
I their fall and their terror, tliey heard the 
! most horrible bellowing, louder and fiercer 
i than any cow could hullow on earth ; and 
I the girls Buid they wera sure from that, that 
I the tail belonged to a red cow that hud been 
I killed u year or luore, and which they hud 
I often milked. Then she wuuld tell huw her 
[ fkthcrs came from fur-oH' lunda, and huw 
[ they were the trucMt of the true blood, of 
I truer blood than any lord or lady in the 
[ land ; then she would sing and speak her 
gijay langiiHg'!, and dance her wild gipny 
' dunceit, and ull loved to have her iit tlio 
! Hupper-boiird; and there was not a lad fur 
or near who was not ready to take up the 
cuiiHe of the gipsy. 

On a. bright Monday morning, they paeked 
up their goods, dividing them Ijctween the 
pouiee, and they set utl' on their journey. 
They never went mure than fifteen miles u 
day, and often not more than ten, u» tlicy 
walked more than they rode. On the third 
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day, near Gallows Hill, they came up with 
the Backs. 

" A sorry place of meeting this," said 
Rachel to her sister ; " Gallows Hill before 
us, and Dismal Swamp to the right of hand." 

Jolly John was out on a smuggling expe- 
dition, and as he had been gone many 
weeks, they expected him in the tents every 
hour. 

•' I could cry, Jessy," said Rachel, " to 
think that I shall not see your brother." 

"Oh! he'll have a dream to-night, say- 
ing you are with us," said Jessy ; " and that 
will bring him back again, for he is very 
fond of the little maiden, Rachel, as he caIIh 
you," 

" I like to think that be cares for me, for 
I am sure I do for him, and I do hope he 
will come." 

Jolly John had no dream of Rachel ; but 
lie did happen to return next day, full of 
glee and roar ; and Ella said his voice was 
louder than ever, and Rachel was (|uite 
angry, and told her to hold hor tongue. 

" I mean to do so," said £IIa ; " for if I 
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talk ever so much, and ever ao loud, I shall 
not be heard with John in the tenta." 

At thia moment John was relating some 
stDuggUng story, and he happened to give 
one of his loudest laughs. 

" He roars like a. dozen bulls," said Ella, 
" Well, I like a merry, rejoicing laugh," 
said Rachel ; and away she ran to bear what 
it was all about. 

" Do, Johnny," she said, after he bad 
finished the story, " do tell me whether you 
I Bold your rat." 

"Yea," said John, " for ten guineas." 
" Ten guineas !" said Rachel ; " too bad. 
I Buch a cheat." 

" Rather so, I confess," said John. 
Rachel knew not why, but she felt sorry, 
after all, that John should have done such 
I a thing; she tried to get rid of the feel- 
Ling, and to think that her friend John bad 
Idone nothing vert/ wroni/ ; but she could 
^not. 

' I won't listen to the Bible any more," 
I she thought, "and what it says about that 
' which we ought to do ; for it is disagreeable 
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to be obliged to tliiiik that wrong wliJcli wc 
don't wish to think bo." John went on to 
tell them all about the rat changed into a 
dog; they laughed to bear him, and Rachel 
tried ; " but the laugh fell back," as she said, 
" and became a grief on her heart ;" and she 
was quite glad that her brother and sister, 
and Browne, did not hear him. " O that 
Bible! that Bible!" she thought. 

"I was walking," he said, "down the 
street where I knew my lady lived who so 
loved dogs, poor foolish thing! I had walked 
some time, when she came out of her house, 
and I went whistling by her aa careless as 
careless could be, patting my rat ; she looked 
at me, and said, ' You are a gipsy.' ' I am 
proud to say I am,' said 1, with a toss of the 
head. ' Where are you staying V asked the 
lady. ' We camp for a few days in yonder 
dell.' ' What is that you are patting V ' A 
dog, mam,' said I. 'A dog! a puppy.' 
' Puppy ! lady ; it will never grow any more, 
it is a full grown dag.' " 

" A lie and a cheat," thought Uachcl, co- 
louring J " the book ! what a book it is, 
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to be Biirp, to inako ine think so much of a Up 

and a cheat. Dear mc, all my light-heart- 

etliicsB will go from mc." 

" ' I'll give you a sovereign,' said the lady. 

' I couldn't take ten for it,' said I ; and after 

a time she gave me ten. ' Hold it fast, 
f tnadain,' I said, ' or it will be off if you 
I don't, and back again to me.' ' The little 
t affectionate creature,' alic said, walking oO' 
I with it. ' It is no bigger than a rat ; is it n 
I lady Y ' No.' ' Oood-I)ye, gipsy.' I heard 
I afterwards that the dog was no sooner put 
I down in the room, than finding itself free, 
I it ran ap the curtain," 

" I wonder," said Hachel, " what be> 
I oame of the rat. I trust they did not kill 
\ ft." 

' No, no," said the fellow ; " I thought 
I bow much it cared for me, so I contrived to 
I get it back again through one of the ser- 
I Tftnts, to whom 1 gave Ave shillings." 

" Well, I like yon for thinking of your 

rat," thought Itachel ; " Klla and Oabriel 

will be pleased with you too." 

At uiglit, when llaclicl was lying down 
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by the side of her gister, she told Ella that 
she wiahed she had not liatened to all that 
Browne had said of God and Jesus Christ; 
and she wished filie had never lieard him 
read that tiresome old scold and set-to-rights, 
the Bihie. 

" Hush !" said Ella, " don't say so, for 
God will be angry to hear His book so 
spoken of. And did you not say the other 
day that the Bible was so kind and good 
in all it said?" 

" I did. But now I wish I had never seen 
the book, and had never heard of God, for 1 
have always the thought that an eye is over 
me, and I can do nothing that 1 used to do 
before." 

" But the eye that is looking down upon 
you IB a kind eye, — don't you think if 



" Yes, very kind ; but still — " 

"Whatr 

" Why, Elk) I can neither beg, lie, nor 
steal with any cooifort, as I used to do ; 
everything is wrong; and worst of all — " 



'What? what? what?" 
' How you do question rue," said Rachel, 
peevishly. 

" Do Dot let us talk any more about it, t 
since it vexes you, Rachey." 

" No," said Rachel, " I will tell you all. 
i Worst of all, I hate to dance my gijwy • 
hornpipe." 

This was too much for Ella's gravity ; she 

laughed so heartily that she quite shook the 

heap of clothes upon which she was lying, 

, and Rachel did the aamo, and the girls could 

not stop their laughter for some time, 

■' I cannot help laughing to think how you 
take to heart not being able to dance that 
ugly hornpipe." 

" Not only that," answered Rachel, " but 

I was not amused with Jolly John's rat- 

I story. It may be very good to hear this 

, beautiful heart-voice that you and Gab are 

always telling about; but I would give it 

to you with all my heart, nasty thing ; for it 

, ifl always saying, ' Don't do that, Rachel.' 

* Are you right, Rachel V " 
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" Do you always listen to its tones?" said 
Ella. 

" Tones ! Elly, it has no tones ; it is as 
if it were a feeling, &lling softly to the heart 
like snow." 

" And you call the book that has sent you 
this voice, ' old scold ' and ' set-to-rights V " 

" There, Ella, I was wrong, very wrong ; 
and my heart has been telling me I was so 
ever since I said the words." 

" Has the voice ever bid you do wrong V 

" No, I cannot say it ever has," answered 
Rachel ; " but I hate a constant check, I 
wish I had not listened to you. No, I don't 
wish so either. Good night, Elly, girl; 
good night." 

" Good night," answered her sister. 

" I believe, after all, the voice is really a 
kind voice, and given to us by some vei^ 
kind being that we cannot see, to keep us 
right. Goofi-night, good-night. There, 
give me a little more of the blanket, 
thougli ;" and she pulled the blanket up 
again. Ella was too sleepy to answer; and 
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Rachel, saying, " You rude creature, you are 
not hearing a word of my pretty parle," * 
soon fell fast asleep. And good angels 
watched round the bed of the untaught 
gipsy girls. 

* Parle, used for talk in Dorsetshire. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE MEETING OF THE STANLEYS — THE YOUNG 
GIPSIES GO ON A SPORTING EXPEDITION — 
THE STORM. 

EDWARD CLIFFORD THE FISHERMAN. 

On the evening of the 6th of November, 
at about eight o'clock at night, the Stanleys, 
with their chief, collected round a large fire 
in Lustleigh vale. 

" Here we are,'' said Rachel, embracing 
first one and then the other, and hugging the 
little Michel, "here we are under our swirlie* 
auld oak ; blessings, blessings upon you all ! 
but where is the whinsf ? ah ! and there, and 
I see in her auld place ; she has na moved 

* Scotch for knaggy. t Loose heap of ttonet. 



a bit; but you liavc, Mic, for I declare you 
are grown." 

Mio toddled away with Slieltie, full of 
i m porta ncf^ ; Sifter S[K>t,wlio IovibiI tliecliild, 
for instinct told her that she had nothing to 
fear from it, gently put down its nose to the 
boy, and snuHed at itfl tihoulder. Mic laughed 
beautifully, a child's laugli is beautiful ; and 
leaving go of Sheltie'a reinH, threw his urmtt 
\ round the mare's head, and kiHsed its noie. 

" There, Hpotty, the darling," he said, " 1 
[ Epve you a km, for I think you Uyok my 
•houther" for guidf brooj miiukin."^ 

" You have not foryotten your Seotcli, 
Mic," itaid Hacliel. 

Tho Stanleys had not been all together 
I for many weeks, and much noise, laughter, 
and gaiety, there was in the tents. 

" Why, Klly," said Ilachel, " you care 
not to-night for noine, and you lend your 
help to make it." 

" Ay," said Ella, " but it is all eofteoed 
down by heart-love, for to ha again together 
after such a long parting." 

■ HhbulhL'r, »k'.l<-h frir iJiuuldcr, + Quid, gnod, I Broo, 
I btolh. i Maukin, linru. 



104 



THE QIPSIES. 



" Yes," said Rachel, " and to hear the 
birdie Mic's laugh is as a turf fire to the 
heart in a cold night." 

The young gipsies delighted in the granite 
country, which, they said, reminded them of 
some parts of Scotland. Scotland grown 
delicate and Bmalt. A troop, headed by 
Rachel and Renel, appeared before the 
chiefs tent, and begged the patriarch and 
the heads of the tents to let them go on 
u roving scheme with their ponies, donkeys, 
and mules, for many days. Leave was 
given, but it was required of them to send 
a mesaenger to say where they were when 
settled, and they were desired not to go 
more than thirty miles north, south, east, or 
west. 

They set off the next morning at daybreak 
at full speed. liaehel begged to be their 
leader, but many declared she should not, 
for she was oven too wild for them. After 
riding for about twenty miles, they came to 
a lonely path which led down a precipitous 
rock to the sea ; they were obliged to walk 
down the path, and the animals, well used 
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lo smuggling parties, walked quietly after 
them, not attempting to leave them ; liere 
they amused themselves in various waye for 
many days in hunting, tishing, dancing, and 
racing. 

" ril go to the claclian," * said Hachel, 

" and seelt for a pawkief carl to tune to 

as while wo dance." 

" And I'll go with you," said Willy the 

rWild, " and collect a few lads and lassies 

Ithat will shake the foot merrily, and think 

Pit no ehame to dance with the children of 

l^tbe tents." 

Rachel and Willy were not unsuccessful ; 

they returned in the evening with an old 

man; Rachel lent her shoulder to support 

his steps, and she carried the violin, and 

I many girls and boys followed for an hour 

^of frolic. We will not inquire if they had 

[ any angry words, on their return home, for 

I dancing with gipsies, hut they spent an 

I evening that was worth sharp blows. 

One day they went into a cave, in which 

■ Cluohnn— a amall vitta^ about « church. 
t Cloer old mwi. 
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was an old crazy boat, that had been left 
there as unfit for use. Gabriel and others 
pulled it out, and declared they would have 
a sail in it. 

" We'll put it on the sea," said Gabriel. 

" Look at the heavens," said Browne, " a 
storm will soon rise." 

" Who ever heard," said Ethric, " of gip- 
sies being lost in a boat ?" 

" Push, push," said Reuben, " off with 
her." 

The boat was soon launched, and nine 
boys, including Browne, got into her. 
Rachel gave her red cloiik for a sail, and 
Ella her yellow handkerchief for a flag. 
For some time all went well ; the sea was 
calm ; but when they were far out at sea 
the winds rose and a violent storm came 
on — a storm foreseen by every tisherman. 
Rachel and Ella, and others who saw from 
the shore how the wind rose, and the waves 
dashed high, were panic-struck. Ella hid 
her face in her hands, and tried to pray, 
but she had been so little accustomed to 
pray, and her terror was so great, that i' 
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could not. She wrung Iier hands, crying 
out, " Toll me, God, how to pray for them. 
Browne, Browne, what shall I say!" 
Browne could not hear her. Iliichet ran 
up and down on tlie shore. An old man 
Btood looking at the boat in such imminent 
danger. Ttaohel ran to him, " Tliey must 
be lost," he said aloud, as she came up to 
him, " nothing can save them ; the next 
wave will fill the hoat, and she will sink — 
she muBt," 

" Say not ho," said Rachel ; " say not so ; 

I but tell uie," and she f«II down at his feet, 
" tell nie if you have ever stolen, or told a 

I lie, or said a bad word — tell me !" 

' My child," answered the old man, look- 
ing down on her. 

' If yon have not," she continued, " then 

I pray to the God who can quiet the sea — 

f who can and will hear you, and save the 

I boat." 

" They are saved !" cried the old man, 
* God b(3 praised ! they are saved ! It nears 
thom. Thoy pull the boys in." 
T)ic gijHies had been seen by a young 
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Rsliermaii, called Edward Clifford, who ini- 
mediately put off to them, yet with little 
hope of Baring them. 

" Why," said one of his compaiiionB, as 
they came alongside of the boat, " they are 
foolo of gipsies, who have put the old shell 
of a boat, Crazy Jane, on the waters." 

" In with you," said Clifford, " for by 
Jove, you are fine fellows." 

The boys were pulled into the boat, and 
in a second the Crazy Jane disappeared, 
and went to the bottom. 

Kachcl and Ella could only cry Iheir joy, 
and the old man spread his hands towards 
them, and said, '* My children, give Ood 
the praise." When the gipsies landed, he 
bid them all come round him, and kneel in 
prayer. They were so subdued by the 
danger they had escaped, that they fell with 
one accord upon their knees. The old man 
then offered up a thanksgiving to the luer- 
cifol God who had aent their deliverers to 
tlicir asBistance. 

Gabriel, Browne, llucliel, and Ella, 
prayed, though Kacbel declared some time 
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slier that at the time she knew little or 

nothing of what she wa« doing, she liad so 

little thought of God. " I could," flhe said, 

" have done Horaething if Oood Luck had 

been the one to whom I was to pray." 

Ella did pray, for she remembered the 

words Baid by the poor man, whose prayer 

went up ber()re God — " God be merciful to 

tne a itinncr." She repeated again and 

Ltgain, " God be merciful to me a fiinner;" 

miaid an she refieated tlic words the tears 

T-nined through her jingen. 

The oldman, lifliiig up his eyes to heaven, 
[ laid, *' My God, Thou hast saved these 
I ehildren from the waters, save their souls 
l.by Tliy holy Spirit ; let them love Thee 
I tnd keep Thy commandments, that when 
r their time to go hence is come, they may be 
I TCceived into Tliy heavenly kingdom, 
r through the merits of their Saviour, who 
died for them. Jesus, hear my prayer, and 
blew them." 

' Ho is gone," said Rachel, " our dear 
man of the Htorm.with his snowy head." 
' Why did we not ask his aanie V said 
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" It was very stupid," said Rachel, " but 
let U8 return to the cave." 

They did bo, and they lighted a good fire, 
for it was very cold, and they warmed 
theinselvea, and they listened to Browne's 
reading of the Bible, and one and all ciaid 
it was a beautiful book to listen to, at any 
rate, 

Tiie flaherman, Edward Clifford, who had 
come to the gipsies' aBsiatance, was sjiread- 
ing his nets with his companions on the 
shingles, when a gipsy girl, with long raven 
hair hanging down her shoulders, came up 
to bin], and taking Edward's hand, and 
kissing it, said, " The gipsies will never 
take from you but will give unto you, and 
think a blessing tor you when their thoughts 
are the best," 

" When are they likely to be good enough 
to think a blessing for us?" said Tom 
Smith; " when you are taking eggs from 
the farmyards, or when you are snatching 
at silver spoons from the dresser Y" 

" I have done ho, and thought no harm 
in doing so, from the rouf-pcople," said 
Rachel. 
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' No harm to steal from the roof-people, 
' then?" said Smith. 

' No," said Rachel, " we have a poor 
I gilly thought of them, as if they were but 
the sloe-tree by the wayside, to be taken 
i from." 

" So you would liken na to the sour 
l<loe," said Clifford, laughing, " that crinkles 
rnp the mouth 1" 

' No, not you," said Hachel; " I will 
I liken you to the warm red berry that cheers 
■ printer; but he — for be crinkled up my 
klieart to carry my thoughts so harahly and 
lauddeiily from the blessing I was wishing 
to you both, to the thoughts of the faulte 
I would not now be guilty of. The wild 
bee has not dropped her honey on your' 
heart, which was made with a smithy ham- 
mer, and not with the touch of a sweet 
flower." 

The tisherman walked off, and Hachel, 
L looking after him, said, " His heart is as 
Kcoarse and rough as the dark leaf. The 
HipsieB bare the heart fine as the unfolding 
Tbud." 
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" Your Spirit is up, gipsy.", 

" I am hurt," answered the girl. 

"Tell me though, when are your thoughts 
the best?" 

" And if I toll, will you be sure not to 
nip ray words with cold froaty words like 
his?" 

" No, surely, my little girl." 

Now young Clifford feared God, for his 
mother had from his infancy talked to hiui 
of God and his Saviour, and brought him 
up, as far as lay in her power, in the paths 
of righteousness, and the widow had for 
years each Sunday led him to the house of 
God. 

" Your voice," said Hachel, " and your 
look, tell rae that you do not despise the 
gipsy girl ; I think she may trust you." 

" You may surely," said CliiTord. 

" Then," said she, in a low tone, " I will 
ask n blessing to you and yours, for 1 won't 
leave him out," and she pointed to Smith, 
who wna at some distance; "after I have 
been thinking of Jesus Christ, He who is 
gone back to heaven after having died for 
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ti>, itild wliu i4 fill genllv, kinil, kiiiJ |;ooJ. 
BrowDi! Iiiu told iiH of Hitii ; Hnd linvc you 
ever hoard of Him V 

" Vfit, gipf>y; I wiix n little one when 
my mollier timt told me or Him, and tauglit 
me how to pniy to Him." 

■' There in one verse," »aid Ilaeho), that 
gocH stiliight to luy heart; went straight 
lo all our hearts." 

" What vorsc it that, Kipsy V 

* It u a verse in which nrc only two 
F Words, and we felt it hc-cuusc wc have many 
I brothers and luvc them so very tuuch; can 
I you i^uuis the vcr«e 1" 

* I think 1 can," said CliRbrd, " ' Jet 
[ wept,* in the Wautiful atory of Lainrus." 

■* You have guessed right," said Itiichul; 
" and when Hrwwne read that atory to ns 
our eyes (Irojiped tears to the ground, hs 

i the cloud drops rain on ihu tents." Jlerc 
flhe paused, for her feelings were louchfd 

I with the recollection of their aympathy with 
Mary and Martha. Then she went on to suy, 
' I iintde Ilrowiie yesterday repeat a i 
lo me till 1 could say U as eaaily as a gipsy 
ballad." 1 
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" Cannot you read 1" 

" Not well," said Bachel ; " indeed, very 
ill. I don't learn very fast ; for if a bird flies 
past me aa I am plodding at learning, 
I am up in a moment on my legs like the 
bird on its wing. I don't like to be obliged 
to be still." 

" Do learn to read," said Cliffora, 

" Oh, I sball — I certainly shall. I am 
learning." 

"What is the verse?" 

" Let me see, can I remember it?" Yes. 
" Jerusalem, Jerusalem, which killest 
the prophets, and stonest them that arc 
sent unto tliee; liovv often would I have 
gathered thy children together as a heit 
doth gatUer her brood under her wings, 
and ye would not.' I think so much of 
these words,' How often would I have ga- 
thered tb]i children together as a hen doth 
gather her brood under her wings, and ye 
would not,' that I repeat them as 1 am 
busying about the fields ; it is so loving to 
think that the great God who lives in 
heaven, should know exactly how the hen 



NcrutchoH ticr§(;lf ii pluc^f uii tlie niiiuld, nud 
tlicn iiu (lawn fiin<lliii(^ on Ii«r brood. Then, 
to be Muro, (iod iiiado tliom, and gavo tlietii 
all their wayH. Well Co bu Hurc, I nuvor 
willateal B^aiii ; niiicoilnd, wlinH[)ake tboNU 
gentle f'celiiiK words, likt's us not to sttiil." 
" Ahoy 1 (ilioy !'" orieJ Smith to Cliftbrd. 
" I mutt away," Hsid ClitTord, nhakin)!; 
Rachela hnnd. 

Nay, but yoii iniiitt nbiilo by nio n mo- 
iflut longer," mid Itucltcl, taking hi* hand, 
and kixHing it, " for I havn Moinctbiiig to 
prewi iii)on yon ; takft thin gold ring, tind 
kcvp it, and wlien yonr hoart is down with 
tho cures of life, look at it, and it will tell 
jron you ar(> kind. F^dwaril CliHbrd, and thf,>» 
•tite dew that I board tell of in tho Prayor- 
|(book, the dew of <lod'a bleising, »U1 conm 
'tijwn you." 

^'jiffbril would not tnko tho Hug for soma 

10, but iilio niiide him do tut at last. 

Will yi>ii not all come and break hroad 

fling tho Malt over your shoulder with 

Ml" said tho ppsy girl. " Como — all 
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' Well, thank you, my cliilil 



young man. 

" We are full of thankfulness," said 
Rachel ; " and our hearts nigh burst lo 
think what we can do for those tliat saved 



" Give God the praise, my child," said 
Clifford, " for He it is who sent ua, and had 
we not come up at the moment we did, they 
must have all gone to the bottom." 

" I don't think the boat knew well how to 
keep out the water." 

" It certainly did not," said Clifford, 
laughing. 

" Why," said Smith, who now joined 
them again with Richard Hayden, " the 
Jane was left in the cave six years ago at 
least, as fit for nothing but fire-wood, and it 
is not likely to improve in knowledge with 
time." 

" Where is the cave you call Gipsy 
Cave?" asked Philip Steward. 

" On the other side of Dingle Daw," 
she answered, pointing to a jutting rock, 
" the large cave with many others opening 
into it." 
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' O I know," 3si(l Clitford, " tlie Smug- 

!P's Cave." 

* I dare say it is," said Hacliel ; " will 
you ooiiie when you have spread joiir nets '." 

" Tfike care," suid Short, another fisher- 
ninii, " that the smugglers don't find you 
I in possessionof their cave." 

" Smugglers and gipsies rarely ([uarrei," 
l^ittid Rachel, smiling. 

I'll be bound you know every smuggler 
I within Hfty miles distance," aaid Smith. 

" I dare suy I do; 1 am siiro .look and 
[ Charley do; and if report says true, fisher- 
I men do, and send their boats out to tliem." 

" la it so?" said Clifford to Smith- 
Smith answered by a knowing wink of 
f the eye. 

" Who are Jock and Charley?" asked 
[ Clifi'ord. 

' And are they not brothers?" answered 
[ Hnchel; but I must away, and tell theiu 
who are in the cave that you are coming ;" 
[ Biid she tripped away, 

" She walks over the shingles," said Clif- 
' ford, " as lightly as drifted foam; ahe is s 
pretty child," 
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Rachel returned to her companions in 
the cave, and they prepared for their de- 
liverers all the good fare they could. The 
fishermen soon followed, and a happy even- 
ing they spent together. 

*^ There again/' said Rachel, when they 
were gone, ^' we quite forgot to ask who 
the old man was; perhaps I can catch 
them ;" but from the entrance of the cave 
she saw the fishermen on the sea. 
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CHAI^ER XI. 

THEY GO IN PURSUIT OF THE OLD MAN OF 
THE STORM — THE CHURCH BELLS — THEY 
FIND THE OLD MAN. 

Next morning after breakfast, the gipsies 
with Browne ascended the cliff by a wind- 
ing path, called the Smuggler's Staircase ; 
it was their only way to the village. The 
church bells pealed forth a merry peal. 

^' The bells are ringing/' said Ella ; '' it 
is not Sunday." 

** No/' said Browne, '^ perhaps it may be 
for a wedding." 

'* Ah ! Chance, and so it may," said 
Rachel. 

'* I love to hear the bells/' said Ella, 
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" they pass by, as if hurrying to some spot, 
and had not a moment to lose." 

"Where may they be hurrying, Ella 1" 
asked Gabriel, smiling. 

" I know if I were sound," said Rachel, 
" where I would go." 

"Where?" 

" Why, EUey, to the land where the 
talking castle was built long gone in time.' 

" Do you mean the tower of Babel 1" 
asked Browne. 

" Yes." 

" Why," said Gabriel, " they could not 
talk much over the tower of Babel, for they 
could not understand each other." 

" No, but before the change of words 
came upon them, I fancy they chattered like 
a company of daws and magpies." 

" Rachel," said Browne, " you say things 
in such an odd way, that I cannot help 
smiling." 

" Smile and laugh, then, for it is no more 
harm to smile than it is for a bird to sing, 
I am sure Jesua Christ," (and she said 
this with devotion,) " I am sure Jesus, who 
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the children from the midst o( 



their play and blessed them, will not be 
angry with ub for our joy of face. Have 
you a Bible V 

" Yea." 

"Then," said Hachel, " just take it out 
and read it to us." 

" Here," said Ella, " let us ait on this old 
] tree. How the bells are ringing away !" 

" Stop," said Rachel, " I want to look for 
something. Here it is," she said, taking 
a rusty pin out of a hole in the tree. 

' What is it?" asked Ethric. 
' A piu," said Rachel, " that I stuck in 
here last year, when Jocky brought uie with 
bim to buy brandy of tlie smugglers." 

" Why iu the world did you put that pin 
there?" said Gabriel. 

" It was to remember the happy day I 
spent here with Jocky. I thought may be 
it might be many years ere I saw the old 
tree again, so I stuck it in, and called it 
Jocky Thorn. Lie stiW, thou pin, again in 
thine hole, and here is a companion for 
thee, to remember this happy moment by," 
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and she put the rusty pin into the hole with 
another to remember that morning. " Now 
let us read." 

" Where shall I read ?" 

" O where is told of the tower of Babel ?" 
said Rachel. 

Browne opened the Bible at the eleventh 
chapter of Genesis. " And the whole earth 
was of one language and one speech." 

" I wish," said Rachel, " it were so now, 
and that the one speech were the gipsy 
language ; but go on, Browne." 

" And it came to pass as they journeyed 
from the east, that they found a plain in the 
land of Chinar, and they dwelt there." 

" How fresh and nice that sounds !" said 
Rachel ; " if they had had a plough now to 
plough up the ground, how fresh it would 
have smelt, and the wild flowers how bright 
and gay they were upon the earth in those 
days! don't you think so? but go on." 

" And they said one to another, iio to, 
let us make bricks and burn them tho- 
roughly. And they had brick for stone, 
and slime had they for mortar." 
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' Has it not a wild, free sound," said 
I Racbel, " as if they were all as great and 
\ free as gipsies ?" 

" It haa," said Reuben. 
"Go on," said Rachel; and Browne 
I went on reading, and Rachel was much 
pleased, for she had much taste for what 
was beautiful in language ; and she did 
think the Bible had the prettiest stories in 
kit of any book she had ever heard. 
■ " The bells, I sorrow to say, have stopped," 
* said Ella. 

" In some parts," said Browne, " they 
think that on Sundays good angels come 
pouring out of heaven with their most beau- 
tiful wings on — church angels." 

»" Church angels !" repeated Ethric. 
" Yes. Angels that sit by us in church ; 
and they think that these angels come and 
sit down on the hills and in the fields wait- 
ing for the bells, and that the sound of the 
bells hurry and haste away to the angels to 
tell them to comej for all is ready. There 
are some verses upon it," said Browne. 
" Tell them unto us," said Rachel ; " do." 
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" Let me tliink. 

" These bctla, theee bella, how glad Ihey piny 
Upon this holy holiday ; 
It aeema aa if fiom high were giv'n 
Angels of love by pitying heav'ii ; 
And that these sounda were on their way 
To bid them come with m to pray." 

Ella liked the lines very much, and she 
begged Browne to repeat them, which he 
did. 

" We have forgotten our friend of the 
storm," said Rachel; " I am sure no angel 
from heaven could have given us more com- 
fort than he did with his prayers yesterday." 

" Indeed and you may say that," said 
Ella ; " he was as an angel to ns." 

" Browne," caid Ethric, " let us return 
and go a fishing, for we are very many to 
go after the unknown man," 

" Let us," said Browne. 

" And when Gabriel, Rachel, and Ella 
have found him, then they will come and 
tell us, and we will eo also." 



I go a 
' I think," said Browni 



fill be : 



well." 
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' l-'arowell, Iheii," said Gabri.ii; " (iiid 
I when we liave found him yoti shall kiiow 



Gabriel and the two Ripsy girls went all 
over the village in aeurcli of llie old man, 
I who, tliey began lo think, must he h good 
I angel di§guised as an old itiitn. 

" Suppose, after all," said Ella, " he 
[ ibould be an angel left with llie villagers 
I from last Sunday." 

" I cannot fancy," said lluchcl," aiiun^el 
|.like an old man." 

" Whyr said Ella. 

" Because," said lladiel, " Hrowne liaa 
I told me that time has no footing in heaven ; 
I tlmt all there is — what is the word ?" 

" What word?" asked Gabriel. 

" The word that means for ever and ever 
I — never to end V 

" Oh ! 1 know — eternal," said Gabriel. 

" To be sure, eternal, eternal" said Uuchel. 
' Now 1 hope I shall not forget it again." 

" Yes," said Ella, " but he may have 
thrown ofT bis beuutiful heaven looks, mid 
put on the looks of un old man who is wait* 
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iiig for the door of heaven to be opened 
to him." 

" Oh ! I hope not so," said Rachel ; " for 
only think, whilst he is talking to us, it may 
please him to put oa his heaven looks again ; 
dear me, if it be so, I won't go in search 
for him. I'll go back again to the rest." 

" I am sure," said Gabriel, " it was a good 
old man, and no sham." 

" Well, I think so too, and I will throw 
away my fear." 

And the gipsy girl walked courageously 
forward, heading the little party. 

After having searched in vain for more 
than an hour the children thought of re- 
turning. 

" I am in deBpair," said Ella, " of our 
finding him, so we may as well return." 

" Do you see that house close to the 
church, we have not peeped in at the win- 
dows t" said Gabriel, 

" Let us run," said Rachel. 

They all did so, and soon reached the 
church by the wild path. 

" If 1 could remain under a roof two 
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■whole days and not die the first, I could in 
this cottage," said Rachel. 

" How pretty it is," said Ella, " with its 
ivy, and tlmt clinging tree with all its red 
berries about it !" 

The garden of the cottage was separated 
from the churchyard by a paling, round 
■which were planted evergreens. 

Now I could see but for those trees," 

id Rachel ; " how tiresome ! I will climb 



" Do not," said Gabriel, " do come back, 
Raohey." 

But before Rachey was said, she was over, 
and peeping her head through the ever- 
greens, which she pushed aside with her 
!&rms. 

Though now December, yet the sun was 
■»o bright, that the drawing-room window 
of the parsonage was thrown open, and the 
old man whom they were in search of, and 
who, I must tell you, was the village rector, 
was sitting at breakfast. Robins, sparrows, 
and thrushes, wi'h a fat solitary tittle wren, 
popped about a bush like a little busy 
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body wishing to see and not be seen, were 
waiting round the window for the crumbs 
that they knew would soon be thrown to 
them. In this cottage might be witnessed 
" the peace, the contentment, the nuiversal 
confidence and love, the melody of soul that 
is to be found only in the dwellings of the 
righteous," for the old man loved God, and 
so did the young orphans, his grandchildren. 

" We have found you at last, dear old 
man," said Rachel, rushing forward from 
behind the evergreens, and jumping in at 
the window, " dear, dear snowy head," she 
said, hugging him round the neck, " great 
chief of the roof people, and have we found 
you at last ? dear kind friend of the storm !" 
Then she knelt down, and looking up in 
his face, pressed one of his hands in ber's. 

Mr. Howard (for such was the name of 
the rector) tJiougbt he had never seen so 
beautiful a girl, her dark bright eyes look- 
ing up to him, and her long black hair 
waving over her shoulders. 

" Bless us 1" she cried; " cry down bless- 
ing on us, for you have saved Gabriel, for 
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God could not go on with the storm, as you 
were looking on. Gabriel, Gabriel, Ella, 
Ella, where are you ?" 

Ella and Gabriel, quite shocked at 
Rachel's eondact, had gone in search of a 
gate. They found one some little way off, 
and Rachel saw them coming through it ; 
she blushed, " Forgive me," she said, " for 
I should have done as Ella and Gabriel 
have done, but I remembered your kind- 
ness, and your healing looks and words yes- 
terday, and thought not of gates." 

Mr. Howard laid his hand on her head, 
and said, " God bless you, and send his 
Spirit to you!"' Ella and Gabriel came to 
the window, and he blessed them also, 

" Come forward, Clara and Isabel," said 
the old man to his grandchildren, " and 
give my little friends some breakfast." 

" Thank you, ladies^ no ; we have break- 
fasted," said Ella. 

" Yet we will break bread with you," 
said Rachel, " and throw salt over our 
shoulder for good luck to you and all your 
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Each of the gipsies took a snjall piece 
of bread and sprinkled some salt over their 
left shoulder, saying this blessing in their 
gipsy language, " May the sun laugh upon 
you by day, and the fountains sparkle at 
your feet ; may the moon smile softly upon 
you by night, and drive away sad darkness 
from your pillow." 

" Come in, my children," said Mr. How- 
ard to the gipsies, for they all stood on the 
window step, Rachel having retreated to her 
brother and sister. " Come in," 

They did so ; and Ella and Gabriel Sung 
themselves at his feet ; Hachel did the same, 
saying, with a half comic look, "Oh! that 
is what I should have done." 

" No, no, gipsy girl, you did what your 
heart told you at the moment was right," 
said Mr. Howard. 

" My heart was warm in love to you," 
said Rachel. 

" It was, I feel sure," said the old man, 

" And is, and is, and ever will be, sir," 
cried out the gipsy. 

Ella now rose, and went to Isabel and 
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Clara, and taking their hands, kissed them, 
and said, " May the bonnie sun laugh on 
you by day, and send hia light into your 
hearts for many, many years; and may 
boughs of golden apples hang over your 
dwellings; and may you be surrounded by 
those whom your hearts loye!" 

Mr. Howard was delighted with the wild 
gipsies, and calling them to him, said. 

Lord Jesus, look down on these little 
children." 

Will you, sir," said Ella, " read to ns 
irom the Bible, and talk and aay things of 
Ood to us^ Wc know something about 
Jesus Christ, and we would know more." 

" Willingly; Clara and Isabel, get chairs 
for them." 

" No, thank you," said Rachel, " we don't 
<often sit on chairs, so we shall not be able to 
listen so well." 

" But you must not stand all the while," 
said Clara. 

" No, we will sit down in our own way 
on the floor, if we may," said Hacliel, " with 
our cloaks spread under us." 

k2 
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" I shall be obliged to leave you for half 
an hour," said Mr. Howard ; " till my return, 
Clara and Isabel CEin show you their books 
and bird a." 

" We will, grandpapa," said the girls, 
quite delighted with their new companions. 

When Mr. Howard retired into his study, 
Isabel and Clara took the gipsies into a 
room hung with cages, in which were wood- 
larks, bullfitiches, black-caps, mountain 
finches, and canaries. Rachel scarcely look- 
ed at them. 

" You don't like birds ?" said Clara to 
her. 

" 1 do, lady." 

" You don't even look at them," 

" No, lady, for I like thera not in a cage ; 
I like them in the free open air, vrith the 
sun gladdening the bushes and trees for 
them to fly to." 

" 1 am sure," said Isabel, smiling, " the 
cages are beautiful," 

" So they are, and so is yonder workhouse, 
— still it is a prison." 

" Should you not like to live in a house 
with a beautiful garden V 
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" I, lady ? no ; I am a Stanley, and a gipsy, 
how can I ?" said Rachel. 

" J wish," said Clara, " yoa could tell me 
what these birds are?" 

" I dare say I can," said Rachel, " for I 
know most of the birds that fly." 

'* We caught these iu the garden, and we 
have never seen any before." 

"They are the mountain finch," said the 
gipsy girl; " the cold has been great, and 
this is the reason they came so low down 
into the country. They generally come no 
lower than Cumberland." 

" Do they build in England?" 

" No, they go off to Norway to build in 
the pines. Our people have brought them 
from thence." 

" Do your people go to Norway V asked 
Isabel. 

fcYes," said Gabriel, " our men leave the 
KtO go there for bear-hunting." 
) they sing?" asked Clara. 

"No," aaid Ella. 

" But lliey look wild," said Rachel, " and 
they have a reatlesH wing; they ilit trom 
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side to side ; they are birds of passage. 
Lady, let them go ; do, lady, let them go." 

" Shall we, Isabel V said Clara. 

" With all my heart ;" and they took 
down the cage and opened it, and the birds 
flew out, and Bachel rejoiced to see them 
free again, and she said, as she vratched them, 

" Go to Norway, and bid Ziba return to 
his tent, for his mother sadly moans him." 

"Who ia Ziba?" asked Clara. 

" Our cousin, from the tent of Daniel 
Stanley. Daniel Stanley is oar uncle, and 
Ziba his son, — so the far-gone Ziba is our 
cousin." 

" Was he wicked, and left his mother who 
moans for him?" asked Isabel, 

" If he were wicked, lady, would I tell so 
of one who is of my blood? No, that wert- 
a poor trick for my heart to play." 

" Why did he leave you V 

" Ziba," said Rachel, " was very beautiful 
to look on ; and his mother loved him coun- 
tries beyond any of her other children, be- 
cause he was so beautiful to look on, and so 
bright to speak to, and so tender in heart 
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^ and temper; so, lady, sbe gathered together 
I all her heart from her other children, and 
gave it entirely to him." 

" And after all this love," said Clara, " did 
he leave her? It was a poor return for 
I inch love." 

" And you may say bo," said Rachel, " for 
I she loved him with the love of a thousand 
^mothers all in one; but he left her, for he 
)ved danger, though so young, and he went 
I seek it in Norway. He left the tents 
rwithout saying a word to any, for he knew 
I if he spoke of what he meant to do, the 
[•chief would speak the word, and he could 
pool go." 

"What word," said Isabel, "could keep 
FVae so roving in heart at home; ?" 

" ' See that he leave us not,' " said Itachel ; 
" then all would have watched the hoy iiiba, 
^d he would have been clever to get 



" la your chief angry with him V asked 
Clara. 

" O no! we none of us are in our hearts, 
for be is BO beautiful and brave ; and the 
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chief wag, himself, aa great a runaway ae 
any in the land, till age cast a log about hie 
foot." 

" How do you know that he is in Nor- 
way V 

" Many have returned from the land of 
pinea and rocks, and told of him, and they 
all call hira the brave young boy ; and they 
say, the Stanleys may glory in him, for that 
he is a lovely flower to belong to any tent." 

" Does he vrrite to his mother ?" asked 
Clara. 

" No, he cannot write," said Rachel ; " but 
be sends messages tender and soft to her, 
and his father ; and he says, good luck 
standing by him, he shall be in the tents 
again soon with the skin of a bear that he 
has killed, with a bonuie stiver skewer to 
bind it round her neck, for his mother, 
whom he loves like dawn on a hunting 
morn, and the horns of a Norway stag for 
his father, whom he would die to save," 

" I wish dear Ziba," thought Ella, " knew 
of the God who baa saved us all." 

" You never seem," said Clara, " to be 
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angry with one another ; does no one control 
[ you?" 

" We love one another," answered Ra^ 
chel ; " and that is the chain that binds us ; 
then bow can the gijtey Jo wrong to each 
other, for everything is in common ?" 

" Could you not be happy in the work- 
house V 

' Rachey happy in a workhouse !" an- 
swered Gabriel, laughing merrily. "I should 
like to see her there ; she would piue away 
in an hour, and then die. When she pasMes 
what she calls the poor man's cage, she 
-ns away her head not to see it." 
" I should," said Ilachel, " droop my 
I wings the first day, and die away quite the 
I next." 

" Gabriel," said Blla, (a sudden thought 

striking her,) Gabriel turned to listen; 

" could you not run to tell Browne and the 

I rest, who will come? We told them we 

would call them as soon as we had found 

I the one whom we sought," 

Gabriel left the room by the window, and 
ran off for Browne and the other gipsies. 
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" Browne does not," said Isabel, " sound 
to me much like a, gipsy name : it is a name 
very common in our village." 

" He is not a gipsy," said Ella. 

" Why then does he live with you ?" 

Ella told the orphan's story, and Isabel 
and Clara pitied him much, and they had 
tears in their eyes. 

" You are kind, ladies," said Rachel, " and 
feel for the unhappy ; and may you be 
blessed with many who will feel for you 
should sorrow weigh heavy upon you ; for 
kindness to each other is like sun on the 
field, it gladdens and makes happy." 

While they were speaking, Mr. Howard 
came into the room, and said, " Where is 
the gipsy boy whom I left here?" 

Isabel told him who he was gone in search 
of. 

" Browne," said Clara, " is not a gipsy ; 
but a poor shepherd -boy who they have taken 
care of." 

"Tell grandpapa his story," said Isabel. 

Ella told bis story, and she had not finish- 
ed it whea Gabriel, Browne, and Ethric 
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in. Mr. Howard had no difficulty in 

distiiigtiiHliing Browne from the gipsies. 

He bid tliem all Bit round him, and he gave 

up the whole morning to them, and they sat 

round him on the floor, and he told them of 

Jesus Christ. Ethric, who was ratlier sorry 

I at first that the old man had been found, as 

I he thought fishing better than listening to 

his grave talk, as he called it, and his 

prayers, so liked the kind pleasant way in 

which Mr. Howard told of the kind Saviour 

came down to die for them, that ho said 

I he should uften go to hear him instead of 

^ing fishing and idling about the fields. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



THE GIPBIES GO INTO A CHURCH FOR THE 

FIRST TIME — Rachel's fright — conver- 
sation TNDER THE YEW TREE RETURN 

TO THE CAVE. 

Next morning the church bells again 
rang, and the gipsies determined to hurry 
to the parsonage to know from Mr, Howard 
why they were ringing. They found their 
kind friend with his grandchildren in the 
churchyard; the gipsies stopped to wait 
their approach, and Gahriel, howing low, 
came forward, and asked why the bells were 
ringing. 

" We have prayers every morning," said 
Hr. Howard. " This is God's house, and 
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|.Jesus loves to see his children in hie father's 
^ouae." 

" May we go in ?" asked Rachel. 
" Will God like to see us there V asked 
I Ella, timidly ; " ibr it must be a great thing 
; to be in His house." 

" God will rejoice to aee you there," said 
ViMr. Howard ; " and He has told us that 
[Be will be in the midst of us." 

" Will God, indeed, be in the midst of 
li?" said Rachel; "kind gentleman, good 
[entleman, keep close to me, then I shall 
tot fear." 

"My child," said the old man, "fear not, 
nothing will hurt you in God's house; for 
He has said, ' Where two or three are ga- 
thered together in my name, there am I in 
the midst.' " 

" In the midst of us !" said Rachel. " I'll 
not go in then ;" and she started back with 
t, frightened look. 
" You will not see God, my little one," 
f Hud Mr. Howard, smiling at her terror; 
" but His Spirit will be with us, and He wiU 
look upon us from His throne." 
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" May not good angels be all around u^, 
thougli we cannot see them?" asked Ella. 

" We may think," said Mr, Howard, 
" that they are always around us, doing 
God*s bidding, and watching and tending 
us. They are God's servants." 

They now reached the porch door, and 
Hachel trembled from head to foot at the 
thought of going into the church. 

" I wish to goodness I had never come," 
she said to herself; " bnt I suppose I have 
not much goodness in me, or I should not be 
BO much frightened," 

Clara went into her pew, and Isabel whis- 
pered to the gipsies to follow her, and she 
opened a pew door; "Go in there," she 
said. 

" No," said Bachel, " I cannot, and will 
not, lady, be shut up In that box," 

" There is nothing to fear," said Isabel, 

" Indeed, then, but there is a great deal 
to fear. If an angel should come in, and we 
could not get out I I am sure the bells have 
been ringing fast enough, and loud enough, 
to bring them all down upon us. Lady, 



I don't attk me to go in, for I am not good 



vcnougli to meet 



one wbo is 



just c 



; from 
the 



POod, and I miiet be off if I itee one i 
I church." Isabel could scarcely keej) her 
I eountenance at the gipsy's fright. " I*el me 
litay here in thia passage ; do, lady, do !" 
" No, you must not stay here in the 
said Isabel ; " grandpapa will not 



"Then leave the door quite wide oi>en," 
kid Rachel. 
■' Ajar," said Isabel, leaving the pew. 
'■ No, quite open," said Rachel to licrself, 
F poshing it back with her luol. 

Atler prayers the gipsies lelt the ehurch, 
and Rachel sprang forward aa she felt the 
air in the porch. " I am glad it la over," 
k ihe whispered to Ethric, " I am the free 
I PP"y ^S^'ti ' " fhey went and stood under 
Ian old yew tree, waiting for Mr. Howard. 
■ The school children pussed down the path 
I'fllose to them. 

" Poor miserable creatures P said Rachel. 
" Fancy, Gabriel, our walking in twos, with 
mfiie eye of a master always on us." 
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Gabriel looked disgusted. 

" Yet they look, I must say, very happy," 
eaid Ella, " Look at that pretty little rosy 
girl, she is looking at us, and I dare say, 
whispering about us." 

" I dare say she is," said Hachel. " Well, 
since they must be in bondage, and the task- 
master always close to them, I am glad they 
are happy." 

" How joyous it is," said Gabriel, " to be 
able to look awide and away over to those 
hills, and to feel that we have nothing to 
serve but our own free wills, and to rest 
upon our own free thoughts." 

" Well, my children," said Mr. Howard, 
joining them, " did you like the prayers?" 

" Yes," said Gabriel and Ella. " And we 
know many of them," said Gabriel, " for 
Browne has often read them to us," 

" 1 heard you say, sir, ' from the continual 
dew of thy blessing,' " said Ella, " which 
we think such a pretty saying." 

"We cannot but think," said Gabriel, 
" of the flowers that seem so glad in the 
dew, and of the colours that look so bright 
under the drop." 
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' I was »o frightened," said Rachel, " that 
I I did not hear one word." 

" What frightened you ?" asked Mr. How- 
I ard, 

'' I was looking out for augels all the 
' time ; and then I have not, yoa know, lis- 
tened to the prayers so often as Gabriel and 
Ella, for I cared little or nothing for God 
before the storm: now I feel I love God. 
Before the storm I ouly feared Him as one 
I could iiot get away from." 

'* You would neither sit, stand, nor kneel, 
[ Id the right pla<;es," itaid Ella. 

"1 was BO dreadfully frightened all the 
I time ; I was no afraid that an augel would 
come in, and then I should not be able to 
lake a run of it." 

" Wliy did you keep etanng at the pillars 
and arches?" asked Browne. 

" I must say they frightened me a little," 
■aid Gabriel ; " for I saw no nails, nor any- 
thing to keep them all together." 

" Well, Gab," said Rachel, laughing, "and 
1 am glad you were a little frightened ; for 
I never was in such a fright in my life ; no, 
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never. I thought vphat between the arches, 
and pillars, and angels, I never was in such 
a wislit place in my life as a church." 

" And if an angel bad appeared," said 
Isabel. 

" Ah ! and then how could I have looked, 
80 oflea as I have stolen and told lies to 
get money? The angel might have looked 
at me with one of his heaven looks ; and 
asked me if I had ever done such things ; 
and what could I have answered the clean- 
hearted angel, with his beautiful wings? I 
should have been dumb before him, and he 
would have opened his wings, and gone 
straight to God with ray wicked story." 

" Fear not, little gipsy," said the old man, 
"God will not be harsh with you, if you 
come with an humble spirit to His house, 
and determined to do all in your ptroer for 
the time to come to please Him." 

*' Tell me, sir, how am I to make my heart 
strong to please God?" 

" Watch and pray ; pray through Jesus 
Christ, who can aluiie strengthen you, who 
came down to die for you.' 
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" When any bad thoughts come upon me, 
what am I to do?" said Itacliel; "for they 
I stick sometimes to me like burrs, nnd I can- 
not get rill of them." 

"Then," said Mr. Howard, "tiirn away 
from thoae thoughts, and talk to one of your 
^ eonipanions, or say to yourself tlie Lord's 
1 Prayer. I think if you only say, 'Our 
I Father,' really feeling that lie is your Fa- 
[ tber, you will lose the thought that torments 
I you with its wickedness, and that grieves 
I His holy Spirit." 

" Sometimes," said Ilachel, " they say 
[ bitter, very bitter things to me in the tents ; 
■ then I say bitter things again : should I do 
t You will say I should not." 
" I do," said Mr. Howard ; " Ood bid one 
of the apostles say, ' Ami be ye kind one to 
lother, tender-hearted, forgiving one an- 
other, even as Ood for Christ's sake hnth 
given you.'" 

" Asd be ye kind one to another !" re- 
' peat«d Ilachel. '* I think we are (generally 
kind one to another." 

*•■ Perhaps," said Mr. Howard, " God has 
l2 



THE aiPBIBS. 



" I think He has, 



tempers and 
" said Rachel, 



it be in a black east wind, then we are 
sometimes very snarling ; at least the men 
are so to us girls, bidding us get out of the 
way." 

The old man smiled at the girl's simplicity 
and openness: "If God," he said, "has 
given you a good temper and good heart, 
watch over this tem])er and heart, and thank 
God for having bestowed two of the greatest 
blessings on earth upon you ; and consider 
it as a blessing given by God, and not as u 
merit of your own. Do you always forgive 
one another, as God for Christ's sake has 
forgiven you ?" 

" Do we?" said Rachel, colouring, and 
looking archly at Gabriel, 

" No," said Gabriel, " if they curse, we 
curse ; if they fight, we fight." 

"Then," said Mr, Howard, "curse not, 
fight not, for God will not let you go to 
heaven if you do ; und now go home, my 
children, and think upon what I have told 
you," 
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The gipsies, thanking him for his kind- 
ness, turned down the path that led to the 
moor, and Mr* Howard and his grand- 
children returned to the parsonage. Ethrie, 
on his return to the cave, begged Browne 
to teach him to read, and to talk to him of 
God. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THEIR RETURN TO THE CAVE — THEY INVITE 
TWO OLD MEN TO DINNER — SOME VILLAGE 
GIRLS ASK RACHEL TO TELL THEIR FOR- 
TUNES. 

On their return to the cave, they found 
the rest of the gipsies over a fire, the smoke 
of which made its way through an aperture 
in the top of the roof, and wreathed itself 
in columns round an old oak, covered with 
ivy. 

" Where have you been V* said Telic, from 
Ben's tent; "you have lost rare sport, by 
not being with us ; we have caught a fine 
John Dorey, for which we were oflfered 
half-a-crown on the spot." 
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" Ethric," aiiil liis siater Leila, " why 
I have you not been witli us for the last two 
I or three days?"' 

" Don't ask questions," said Etliric, " un- 
esH you mean to come with us." 

"Not I," said Leila; "but now that 
[ jou are coma lend a hand in cooking." 

' What have you here V said Ethric, 
|HiU!0verin[r a kettlo. 

" A turkey," said Leila, " and Gah need 
Bfiot fear to touch it, for it waa bought with 
fike half-crown." 

' When will it be ready V said Rachel, 
I ** for I am uncommonly hungry." 

" In about an hour," answered Leila. 

" Have you any potatoes'!!" ai^ked Ethric. 

" O ycB, and greens too, and onions and 
turnips," 

" And here in this kettle is a game soup," 
, said Telic, " but Gab, you must not taste a 
I drop, for it in all poached g;ame," 

' Vou will leave us the turkey, then, for 
l-we five cannot touch the soup," said Rachel, 
p. laughing. 

' You not touch it?" said Telic; " why. 
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Rachey, you don't mean to say that you 
won't touch it? there is no grouse or black 
cock, it is true, for we can't get them here 
as we can far north, but there is everything 
else in the soup that is good. Three ducks," 
she whispered into Rachel's ear, " that 
Willy the Wild's fox -terrier snatched from 
a pond five miles from hence ; you know 
the fox pilfers not round home." 

" Hush, hush !" said Hachel. 

" Hush, htishl" repeated Telic; " why, 
Rachel, you look as pale as death ; do you 
think the owner of the ducks is near?" 

" One more to be feared, much more, 
answered Rachel, hurrying away. 

Telic turned to her' soup-kettle, and said, 
as she stirred up the good things in it, 
don't know what is come over the girl." 

Rachel left the cave, and kneeling do 
on the sea-shore, she stretched her arms 
towards the sea, and looking up, said, 
" God, kind God of the storm, you heard 
her, — Jesus Christ who died for us, you 
heard her, — angels, servants of God, who 
have heaven in your hearts, you heard 
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p her,— Jesus CliriHt, ask Cod to take uwiiy 

[ oursiiiu; lIcciiniiot,will not say No to you: 

I und let not all the nngeU luavo us, but still 

: them tent about u». Jemis Christ, I 

>ok to thee ; make uo all good." Tlien 

e rose, and r(>tiirninj;tothe cave, minj^led 

with the rest. 

" Here you aro.Rachel/'said Ella," dinner 
I ready ; " let us, since we have so many 
things, see if we can find any to call 
le to our dinner." 
l!^llii went out. and nfter a time returned 
with two old nicti whom she hud found 
breaking stonoH on the road, and the {gip- 
sies made them sit down and dine. H«uben 
and Ab«l, his brother, went to a cask, and 
taking from thence some brandy, gave eaeh 
of them a stoop of it. " Well, good Inek 
to the smuggled brandy," said Willy the 
Wild, " since it has cheered the aged 
hearts." One of the old men shook hia 
head, und begged for some hot water to 
weaken hi« with ; iUchel took a kettle from 
the fire, and poured some hot water into 
the old roan's roug, and put some sugar into 
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it, and sipping it, she gave the brandy-and- 
water to the old tired labourer. When the 
old men had dined, they left the cave bless- 
ing and thanking the gipsies. They failed 
not to tell in the village how kindly tbey 
had been received in the cave, saying no- 
thing, however, of the smuggled brandy, 
and when they again went into the village 
they were received smilingly by all, and 
every face was turned kindly to them. 

It happened that the schoolmistreBS was 
the daughter of one of the old men, and 
hearing that Rachel and Ella were very 
anxious to learn to read, she begged them 
ro come every day to read with the chil- 
dren, and to hear Mr, Howard explain the 
Scriptures. The girls were delighted to see 
the gipsy Rachel spring into the school- 
room, for she told them many gipsy and 
bogle stories ; and she told them of fairies 
in the glens, and of witches in the bogs. 
One day Rachel was dancing on her way 
early in the morning, singing and knitting, 
and looking up to the distant hills, when 
she met two or three girU who had left 
their homes to seek the gipsy girl. 



me 
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" We have sought you everywhere," said 
the villagers. 

" The sun is high and (he shadows long," 
said Nancy, " so we knew you would be out 
and about amoDgst theia all." 

" Gipsies," said Rachel, " on a sunny day 
are like gnats sporting in the sunbeams, 
so we gipsies say ; but what would you with 

r 

To tell our fortunes." 
" I cannot," said Rachel ; " the untnarried 
ipsy never tells fortunes; besides, I will 
iver tell a fortune." 
» Why r 

God," said the gipsy, " loves it not ; it 
wicked so to do." 
Why wicked?" 

When the gipsy," said Rachel, " lella 

B fortune, she pretends to a power that God 

iM not given her, and she knows full well 

lat God has not given her this power " 

Cannot a gipsy tell a fortune, then?' 

said one of the girls. 

" My people," answered Rachel, " would 
be angry with tne for saying no — but I do 
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say no — God has not sent the what will 
be — the prophecy of to-day or to-morrow, 
or the next month, or the next year, to the 
gipsy more than the roof people." 

" Must all the atory of what will be, come 
from God 1" asked one of the girls. 

" From whom can it come but from 
God?" answered Rachel. Mr. Howard 
told us the other day that it was very wicked 
to toll fortunes, for all gipsies know they 
cannot, and that Ood who made us only 
can." 

" Yet I hare heard," said one of the 
girls, " of a gipsy who told one of our 
maidens a great deal of what had but just 
happened, and that did happen to her after- 
wards." 

'• All chance," said Itacbel ; " and a 
wicked thing it must he in us to say we can 
tell what God baa hidden on purpose from 
us — hidden most likely for our good," 

" Why," said Nancy, " if the gipsy can- 
not tell fortunes, it U a very wicked thing 
to say she can, for it is taking to oneself 
a power that God has only in himself — of 
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L feeing and knowing what will cotne to 



^ Yes, Nancy, now is it not so ?" eaid 
Bachel ; " and Nancy and all of you, is it 
not pleasant for a gipsy girl and roof girls 
to be thus talking of God to one another! 

I it is like pretty flowers in a garden talking 
to a seed of thistle-down that rests near 
till the next stream of wind shall blow it 
on its way." 
" So often," said a girl, " what a gipsy 
lias said has come true." 
" Gipsies," said Rachel, " never tel! for- 
tunes till they have been some time in a 
place gathering news from chance chat that 
they fall in with as they go round about 
gathering stories of the roof people, and 
I then they go to the persons to whom the 
I stories belong and tell them, and they, poor 
^eouls, think God has told our trihes." 

" I wish," said Fanny Nutcombe, " you 
I could tell me if Charles will return safe 
I from sea and marry me." 

' I will pray, and ask God to let him," 
d Rachel; " and 1 will try to keep my 
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mind on good tboughta and words, that my 
jirayers may get to heaven ; for Mr. Howard 
says the gipsies' prayers find room to get 



" If the door of heaven were no bigger 
than the hole in a nut-shell, yet," said one 
of the girlsj " the mercy of Jesus Christ is 
so great, that all tlie prayers of every one 
alire can find their way in at once." 

" Did your mother say that?" said the 
entfiusiaetic gipsy girl ; " then great is your 
mother's faith, and happy must she be, as 
she sits under the rwof." 

" I will pray to God," said Fanny. 

" Do," said Rachel; " He saved ray bro- 
tlier and others, for He sent the boat to 
them just in time, or they must all have 
perished ; and I will pray for him every 
day, and on Sundays I will pray with my 
best heart; and now farewell, maidens of 
the cottages, the girl of the hills and valleys 
wishes you all joy of heart." 

They parted, and Bachel went on her 
way singing and knitting as she went. " I 
must work hard," she said, " for my mother 
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shall not suffer because God has taught me 
to fear Him ; I will, besides knitting and 
other work, make mats of the sweet heather, 
whose freshness will come up each time the 
foot falls on it ; and my pretty wild flower 
nosegays, and my fans worked with the 
fibres of leaves (which all say are so prettily 
worked together) they will buy them of the 
gipsy girl." She went on walking and 
talking in this happy way to herself, when 
she met with Ella ; they continued on their 
way till they came to a stream. Here they 
sat down for a time on some stones, listening 
to the murmur of the waters. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

JOCK AND BALL ARBIYE FROM THE STANLEY 
TENTS — ROBIN HOOD. 

TORRIBIUS AND CLOSELINA. 

When they entered the cave, they found 
Jock and their cousin Ball from the tent 
of Benjamin. 

" Jocky !** cried Bachel and Ella, spring- 
ing forward to meet him. 

" My girls," said Jocky, kissing them, 
" I am come for you ; we cry out for you, 
and miss you, and you must return.'* 

" Not till after Sunday," said Rachel. 

" Sunday," said Jock, " what is Sunday 
to you, Rachey ?" 



THE GIPSIES. 



' Much n 



', Jockey." 



I 



Ella told of the storm and of Mr. How- 
ard's kindness to them, iiud Jock felt grate- 
ful to Mm for his kiDdness ; but as for God, 
Jock, alas! was indifferent upon that sub- 
ject. 

" Well," he said, " you cliurch-goiug 
people may remain here till after Sunday, 
but as for the rest they must return," 

" I will stay," said Ethric. 

" Ah ! and are you a church-seeker, 
swearing Ethric?" 

" Yes," said Rachel, " he is ; don't be 
B&aid to say so." 

Afraid 1" said Jock; "the thoughts of 
a gipsy are as free as his footsteps; why 
should he fear V 

" 1 iear not," said Ethric ; " I own I 
lore going to church, and I fear not to 
own that I love not to awear ; it is hated by 
'God, and therefore I wish to hate it." 
wrong I 



i swear ; I do not think it wrong, a 
[ fore I do swear," said Jock. 

" One day, may be," said Ella, ' 
not like to swear." 



I there- 
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" When I think it wrong, I will not," 
said Jock, " you may be sure of that." 

" Do you think," said Gabriel, " we may 
stay till after Sunday without incurring the 
chiefs anger t" 

"Or the anger of our tent?" added 
Rachel. 

" I'll take upon myself to say you may, 
and if any blame fall, let it fall upon me." 

" A Jockey at a pinch," said Rachel, 
merrily ; " but must you return — are you 
quite obliged?" 

" Yes," said Jock, " our chief expects us 
by dawn ; we must be on our way. Two 
ponie!^ will be enough for you five, for it is 
not more than twenty miles from our tents." 

" Spot and Sheltie will be enough for us," 
said Gabriel. 

" Well, Rachey," said Jock, " are you 
very much in love with Sheltie?" 

" It is a nice creature, as swift as a deer, 
and as wild as the black cock." 

*' I'll give it to you," said Jock. 

" Now there's a bonny birdie of a bro- 
ther," said Rachel, jumping up and throw- 
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iHg her arms round his neck ; " Jockey, 
tbou art dear to me for tby kindnesg, my 
brother." 

It wae still dark when Jock and his com- 
panions left the cave. Rachel had heaped 
inrf on the fire that had not been allowed 
to go out all night, and she and her sister 
bad prepared many a porringer of hot soup. 
It was a cold, snowy itiorning, and as they 
jumped from crag to crag the air blew keen 
and chill upon them, yet this they cared 
not for, and they hurried on, driving the 
ponies, mules, and donkeys, before them, and 
' whistling to the dogs. As Jock was leaving 
the cave, Rachel put five shillings into his 
hand, saying, " Give tliat to our mother, 
and tell her, with my love and duty, that 
I have gaiued that for her by works of my 
bands, and that she must not be angry if 
I say, and say it I must, I vrill never lie, 
beg, nor steal again." 

" Steal V said Jock, " what gipsy steals ? 



1 bis 



way. 



he only takes what c 

' Very much the same." said Rachel, 
laughing, " and I for the time to come will 



[ not do so." 



M 2 
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" I'll give it," said Jock, putting the 
money in his packet. 

Jock and his companions, as they wound 
round Ness height, sang. 



" So blilhe na the linnot in tho green wood. 

So hlilhe we'll wake the mom. 
And through the wide forest of merry Sherwood 

Well wind the bugla horn." 

" He was a bold, generous fellow, and I 
wish he were now in Sherwood Forest; I 
would go to him, for a gipsy might be 
proud of such a chief." 

"Who are you speaking of. Jockey?" 
asked Wild Willy. 

" Of Robin Hood." 

" Who might he be?" 

" The bold outlaw of Sherwood Forest," 
said Jock. " I heard much of him when I 
was at Locksley." 

" Locksley, Locksley !" said Abel, " oh ! 
Locksley in the north." 

" Not in Scotland," said Jock. 

" No, I mean the north of England, in 
Nottinghamshire, the people of Locksley 
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are proud of his name, as they may well 
be, for he was a prince of robbers, and only 
took from the rich to give to the poor." 

" Bat the rich, Jock," said Telle, " had a 
right to their own — you have a larger stick 
than Abel, or Willy, or Simon, yet you 
would hardly expect them to come and 
wrench it out of your hand." 

' No," said Jock, throwing up his stick 
and then catching it in the middle, and 
shaking it at Willy, who looked back over 

I his shoulder, grinning at him, " come and 

I take my stick, if you dare." 

" Go on to tell us of Robin Hood, Jockey," 
said Telle. 

" Robin Hood," said Jock, "lived in times 
far, far gone back from these, when the 
world was a lad, and had not a grey hair in 
his head." 

" Time far gone back indeed, that must 

Ihave been," said Willy the Wild, 

* " And so it was," said Jock ; " and in 
those days the rich cruelly treated the poor 
and these oppressors Robin Hood attacked 
and took from them to give to the poor." 
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" I should like to have known the names 
of some of his friends." 

" I can tell you," said Jock, " some of 
their names ; there -was little John and Wil- 
liam Scadlock, who was called Scarlet, 
and George A'Green, the pound-keeper of 
Wakefield, and Muck, the miller's son, and 
a friar named Tuck, a merry jovial fellow." 

Then Jock burst forth wildly, 

" What life is there like tn bold Robin Hood, 



In iiierrf Sherwood he spends hja day 
Ab pleasant]; as a king a." 

" Rohin Hood," said Willy, " must have 
been a rare fellow ; he would not have 
disgraced a gipsy ; maybe he faad fine old 
gipsy blood in his veins." 

'■' No, he had not a drop of the tent blood 
in his veins ; however, people say high blood 
ran through him for all that ; he was, they 
say, Earl of Huntingdon, and his real name 
Robert Fitzooth, which was changed into 
Robin Hood." 

" I wonder," said Abda, " what made 
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Iiiiti luuve Ilia cquitU to IiltiI with otiiiir 
people ; lie allowed no rich blood in that.'* 

" No," 8ui<l Juck, " the man of true 
h\(]fitl ihoiild remain in tlie tent in which 
hi! in horn, neither necking nor avoiding 
thoM! fute ]iu8 placed above him, and not 
h'^rding wttii thoxe heluw him. The wren 
iihuuld Mtfiy with the wroii, the wihl «wan 
with thc»wun,aml the ea)rle remain on \m 
mountain with the eagle. " 

" Mixing, however, in good fellowshtp," 
•aid Clancon. 

" Yea," Haid Jock, " twining round each 
other in good fellowghip, yet still romainiDg 
in the place fate haii ordered fur hini in 
tlii« life." 

' Id any reason given," aitkcd Ahda, " lor 
' hit taking tu tUi« roving liTe?" 

' YcK," answered Jock " they told mc 
that he wa« outlawed for debt and riot, and 
) he took tt( thifl roving lifo." Then Jock 
repeated to them " The lamentation for 
Jtubin Hood." 

" Jlow did he die?" anked Mary. 

" They say " said Jock, " that a lady 
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blooded him, for in those days ladies were 
well skilled in herhs and bleeding." 

" How droll !" said Telic. 

" Yes," said Jock, " and they say Uiis 
lady was very rich, so I suppose that she 
and her rich friends had lost by Robin, and 
the lady, wicked woman ! let him bleed to 
death." 

A groan of indignation was heard from 
the gipsies. 

" Maybe it is not true," said Jock, " for 
so many lies are told of what happened 
yesterday, that big lies may be told of so 
many years ago." 

" No," said Telic, " we are not obliged 
to believe what is told us of so many years 
ago, if it be disagreeable ; so wc will think 
that Robin Hood lay his head to die of his 
own accord under a green tree." 

" We will, we will," cried they all ; " we 
will," echoed from rock to rock, Jock sang 
again, 

" Oar lives are whollj given to hunt 
And haunt the merry green wood. 
While our beet «ervice ia daily spent 
For our Diaatar, Robin Hood." 
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At tliiB moment, Torribius and Cloaelina, 
the gipsies, stood before them; they came 
suddenly upon them from s, footpath that 
wound through a wood — and they sang in 
choruB, 

" When our best »eryice is daily spent 
For our master, Robin Mood." 
The gipsies set up a shout of delight when 
' Torribius and his sister Closelina made their 
appearance, for they had not been seen or 
heard of for more than a year, and many 
thought they had returned to Spain, from 
whence they came. 

" My dear fellow," said Jock, springing 
to Torribius, and shaking him violently by 
the hand," from whence I" 

" Norway," said Torribius, " where I have 
! been hunting the bear; we crossed over 
I from the Shetlands." 

' We remained in the Isles of Lofaden 
pfer some little time," said Closelina. 
" Id what island ?" asked Jock. 
"In Kust," said Closelina. 
" Then where did you go V 
" To Oyroe," said Torribius, " where we 
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remained some time, hunting with great 
§iic(!esa, and then came further south, and 
hovered round the Hye Lake, a, small lake 
in the centre of the country ; hert- we col- 
lected other skins, and I went daily to the 
mountains, and eeldom returned without 
the skin of a bear." 

" Who do you think," said Closelina, " I 
met on the hanks of tlie Welf Fiord, a 
small river very near the lake?" 

" One of our tribe ?" asked Jock. 

" Yes," said Torribius ; " he wore the 
Stanley badge." 

" He is in tender years, the first bloom 
has not left his cheek, and his eyes fill at 
the name of his mother," said Closelina. 

" Ziba," said Jovk, " the young Ziba, 
was it not he 1" 

" It was," said Closelina; " there is not 
such a flower id all the tribes; the step of 
the young creature is springy as the obamob, 
and his eye is as the wild hawk's; life's 
break of day smiles in hiui, and he is most 
beautiful to look upon." 

" He went from our teats last year ae a 
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I bright and happy clreara," said Telle, " and 
I bis niothfr weeps for hini," 

" She will not weep long," said Closelina ; 
" he will soon return ; iu four months he 
I will be with you. 1 sat down with him by 
I the river for upwards of an hour, and we 
[ talked of the tents.and England ; and when 
he sjioke of hiH mother he wept as a for- 
I gotten infant." 

' He wears," said Torribius, " a stained 

Ibear akin, prepared with his own hand, and 

' elaeped round the throat with a silver 

skewer," 

" It must become him," said Telic. 

' It does," said Closelina ; " and he wears 

n all his toils, that his mother may value 

t the more when he returns, for it is for 



" There will be sounds of joy when he 
tetums to as," said Jock; " and his mother 

rill wail for gladness." 
* Well, I am glad to see you," said 
rribius ; " and it rejoices my heart to 
i myself near the Btauley tribe; wo shall 

isger with you many days." 
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" Say u 



nths," ftaid Jock. 



' Early in the spring," said Torribins, 
" we are off for Ireland, Closclina and other 
of our women will go with us to tell for- 
tunes, for the girls of Ireland will believe 
any nonsense." 

" Some of the Stanleys sbalt join you," 
said Jock, " I, for one, will ; we are work- 
ing hard at our fisbing-nets, and they will 
be finished soon after Christmas." 

" Be it so," said Torribins ; " how far may 
we be from the tents ?" 

" About five miles as the crow fliea." 

" And as the gipsy walks, I presume V 
said Torribius, following the gipsies over a 
ditch. They hurried on without speaking 
for more than a mile, 

" Dip down into this wood," said Jock ; 
" boys, call the dogs in, we may not make 
ourselves odious ; all around us are friends." 

The dogs were called in; Closelinasaved, 
by her entreaties, two or three runaways 
from the lash. Late in the evening they 
spied from a height the encampment, 

" Rejoicing will be in our tents when 
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they know who we have with us,'* said Willy 
the WUd. 

They did rejoice ; so did the mother of 
Ziba, and long after midnight might be 
heard sounds of revelry. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

THEY LEAVE THE CAVE AND RETURN TO 

LUSTLEIQH. 

The Sunday following the gipsies went to 
church, and the school children looked down 
from the gallery upon them. They went at 
an early hour the next morning to the rec- 
tory, for they were to leave the cave on 
Tuesday by daybreak, to return to the en- 
campment. When they were about to leave 
the rectory, Mr. Howard put a note into 
Gabriel's hand, and bad him give it to Mr. 
Stephens, the clergyman of Lustleigh, the 
parish in which the gipsies had pitched 
their tents. 

" I shall never like to hear him," said 
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{Bachel, "after jou, sir; and if I do like tu 
lear hiin, I shall hato myself, for I shall 
l^think. I am forgetting you." 

" Forgetting you !" said Elia, the tears 
rolling down her cheeks, " I am sure the 
(ibird will as soon forget its unfeathered 
sir, sir, what shall we do without 



' I would not be forgotten by you," said 
r. Howard ; " and I trust you will never 
jrget we, 1 shall not forget j/uu, but pray 
r you in my prayers." 
" In all your prayers," said Ella ; " don't 
H out in one, for we shall want every 
e you can ffive us." 

! old man was much affected by the 
mtle girl's burst of grief, and Itacbel threw 
■ arms round her sister, and bid hor uot 
E herself so to sorrow. 
' llecollect, my children," said Mr. How- 
' tliat we are all messengers sent by 
)od, and that it is the word of God that we 
i bid to love, and that we must not think 
' the preacher who tells as of the kind 
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" Don't, please don't, say that it 13 wrong 
to love you, for we cannot help it, for you 
have given us all euch comfort," said Ella ; 
" and I — I can only think of heaven, and 
God, and of you, who made me think of 
Him." 

" Love me, do love me, and in your 
prayers remember me, my child. Remem- 
ber you I will — I will." 

" Oh, sir," said Ella, throwing herself on 
her knees before him," lay your hand, both 
your hands on my head, and beg a blessing 
to come down on me," 

All the gipsies followed her example, 
and they sank on their knees before him, 
When he had blessed them, they returned 
to the cave. Ella was so tired with weep- 
ing and sorrow, that she went into an inner 
cave, and there she lay herself down and 
slept. They went to look for her, and they 
found her on the sand fast asleep ; they put 
a cloak under the head of the tender thing, 
as they called her, and they covered her 
with a blanket, and Rachel watched her 
till her sleep was over. 
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At Diglit, wlieiiall were asleep, Ella rose, 
;iiiil taking Gabriel'e sheep-skin coat, cast 
it round her, and stole out of the cave. 
With rapid stcpa she made her way to the 
lectury ; lilie went into the garden, and 
kneeling down in a atream of luoonlight, 
dhe clasped her handt^ together, and prayed 
— " Jjord Jesus, Son of Mary — the tender 
friend of Martha, and Mary, and iMzarua, 
blefls one and all in this house, and oh I 
blesH Mr. ]ioward particularly, Let ns all 
■ one of these days tut-et in the world above, 
Irbere they say all is so hnppy, and pleasant, 
where Jesus Christ is sitting at the 
right-hand of God, ready to take our prayers 
to Hiui.and to beg for us, Lpt every gipsy 
coiue to you, my God — let all in the tents 
love you — let all know jou — and let i>oop 
/.iba conic to know you, uiy God, for he 
J iu* a kind heart — let, then, this heart be 
e!" 

t After this prayer, she got up, and croeaing 
■ hands u|>oii her hoaom, she looked to 
vindow of Clara'f and Isabel's room, and 
! could not utter, for fulness of heart, 
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all tlie blessiugs she wished tbetn, Upon 
returning, finding the fire still burning 
bright in the outer cave, she sat down and 
warmed herself, and then went and lay down 
by Rachel, and was soon fast asleep. 

The next morning they left " tbe ^ood 
man's country," (such was the name Rachel 
had given it,) thinking they would soon 
return to see Mr. Howard ; they all turned 
to gaze at tbe rectory, to give one longing 
gaze from the last bill tbat looked down 
upon it. All but Ella descended the bill ; 
she remained fondly gazing upon the now 
distant house and garden ; then very slowly 
she turned to join her companions. 

Great was tbe joy in the tents when tbe 
children,withSi8ter Spot, and Sheltie, joined 
iheni. Torribius was struck with Racbel's 
great beauty, and be declared tbat sbe 
would be as the spreading oak for beauty; 
and Ella, the little flower to shelter 
under it. A few reproaches were heard, 
and Rutb said, " Why bave you left us so 
long i many suns have risen and set since 
you were here," 
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' Mother," said Itacbel, " tliough you 
Imw us not, yet each day. each hour, each 
I minute, mother dear, we have been with 
I you and all in the tents." 

' And I huve prayed for you und talked of 
I you all," said Ella; and she turned away 

hide her tears, for she thought of Mr. 
(Howard. 

' Ella," said the stalwart Torribius, " you 
e as slight and fine as the hare-bell : go, 
ny child, to your tent to sleep." 

' I will," said Klla, and she retired un- 
KHen by any to her bed. and there sobbed 
Blierself to sleep fur heaviness uf heart with 
llhe memory of their beloved old man. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THE LADY AT THE WELL — THE LOST NOTE 

THE CAROL BASKETS — MR. STEPHENS. 

" What are these EUey ?" said Ruth, the 
morning after their return. 

" Baskets made of holly, and its berries, 
mother." 

" They are pretty, I declare, with their 
bright berries," said her mother. 

" They are Rachel's making and fancy," 
said Ella ; '* and she calls them Yule 
baskets." 

" First I thought," said Rachel, " of call- 
ing them Christmas baskets, then Yule — 
but I shall call them neither one nor the 
other, but Carol baskets." 
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" Why such a name as that?" asketl her 
father. 

" Another time," aaid Rachel, slightly 
colouring, "and I wiil tell you, but not 
now. I have maile ten, and mean to begin 
selling them to-morrow. Christmas is nigh 
at hand." 

" How much shall you ask for them V 
asked Jock. 

"Twopence," said Ilachei; " lean make 
ten in a day with little trouble, so I should 
not ask more." 

" Should not !" said Edith ; " ask what 
you like, and get what you can, I would 
ask sixpence." 

" Too much," said Rachel, " it would be 
dishonest." 

" If others are fools enough to give six- 
pence," said Ruth, " I should not care to be 
dishonest." 

Rachel answered not, but she thought, 
" God would not be pleased with me if I 
were covetous, so I will not ask more than 
they are worth," 

On unpacking their things, they fonnd 
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they had left Mr. Howard's note behind. 
Ethric reeotlected that he had put it into a 
cleft of the rocit, intending to take it out 
the last thing, but had forgotten it, 

" Should Mr. Howard or the young ladies 
go into the cave, and find it," said Ella, 
bursting into teara, " how ungrateful they 
will think us!" 

Ethric, Browne, and Gabriel, aat down 
in despair. Rachel, whose dancing spirits 
always looked round for a remedy, jumped 
up, and said, "Sit not dooling here; for 



when did ( 



■ dooling bring back what i 



lost ? I myself will go, and tell the truth to 
Mr, Stephens, and he'll not be angry with 
the truth ; for he serves the God of truth, 
and so my telling the truth will make him 



forget our thoughtli 

" Why, we might have thought of that, 



" but the ( 
as it does into yours." 
" Tears," said Ethric, 



not come into my r 



>nly bubble 



'' It is very stupid of me," said Ella. 
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" You are not well, Ella, and your cheek 
I very pink. AVIieii the xpriag cornea you 
I will be better, and when the sumiuer comes 
I you will be quitt:, quite well." 
<-. Shall I, lUchey?" said Ella. 
The next morning, Ilachel dressed herself 
I in her green petticoat and scarlet body, aod 
rtbe put on her gipsy bonnet, and hanging 
I ber ]>enuy glass to a twig, she combed her 
I bair beneath the bonnet. When bhe had 
I finished her toilet, she took her knitting of 
} many and bright colours, and throwing her 
I carol baskets behind her shoulder, she set 
I off with a spring, as if wings were on each 
■ foot, in pursuit of Mr. Stephens. Huchel 
I might now be called a child of prayer and 
I play. The scarlet berry in the sunshine — 
the smell of newly turnod-up earth — the 
bird starting from the thorn in the hedge — 
I all and everything, this morning, sent her 
I heart in Joy to the God, whom she had so 
P lately found. Then she would relieve her 
Iieart of its intense joy and hope, by pour- 
ing forth wild gipsy songs. This she sang 
in a rich wild strain : 
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" Fnrcwfll — fiirowcll— I lenve you now. 
My foot spring! light o'er mounlHin brow. 
O'er henthory plain — through momj' glen — 
To Join my waiidi>riiig tribe again. 

" IIow frMhly now lhi« li^htaonie air 
Witntona in my stroaming Imir, 
My naked foot the streamlet lavei ; 
I lore, I do, ita dnndng waveo. 

" I come, my people, viild and free, 
To your denfrt homes risht joyously. 
The voice or your hills htm hoen with iDe In 
The uiTS-wom dwelliiiga of tncti among," 

" The sound of your streams hia tilled mine t 
When nothing I coruc! for ur luved wa» near. 
It has lolacei! — an [iporteil— through care and pain, 
Till I bunt my bonds to Join you again." 



Slie had gone some way, singing; and 
knitting, and darting forward, and looking 
at every pretty objent in Iier way, when she 
saw one coming towards her. "Who is 
this V said the gipsy girl ; " tie is no sports- 
man, tor he has no gun in hiii hand. Nothing 
but the minister, or farmer, or sportsman, 
leave their beds, or their houses, while every 
drop of dew is in its place, and the sun baa 
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scarcely sent fortb its first light; sportsman 
he is not, for he has neither gun nor dog ; 
farmer he is not, for in this part of the 
country they do not dresB so trim ; a do- 
nothing gentleman he is not, for they do 
not leave their roofs till the sun has long 
and long lighted up the sky. Who can he 
be, then, but the minister going about among 
his people telling of God ? He is all dressed 
in black, too — that is a sure sign that be is 
the minister," The gentleman, whoever he 
was, now came up to her; he could not pass 
anything so fair and young. 

"What have you here, my child!" he 
said. 

" Carol baskets to sell," she said. 

" Why do you call them carol baskets V 

" May be, and I caiinot like to tell you," 
said Rachel. 

" I should like to buy one if I knew why 
they were called carol baskets ; yet I hardly 
like without knowing why." 

" No harm in the world, sir," said the 
gipsy ; " and if you do not like to buy one, 
why, let me give you one; maybe yon are 
afraid of the fairies." 
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" No, no ; I am not afraid of the fairies," 
said the stranger, laughing very heartily ; 
" and I will buy one. How much are they — 
sixpence?" 

" Sixpence ! O no ! they are not worth 
sixpence, only twopence. I can make ten 
in a day." 

" Here is sixpence, however," said the 
gentleman ; " twopence for the basket, and 
fourpence for your honesty." 

" Honesty is wliat God desires of us, 
should we be paid for what God commands," 
thought Rachel. " Thank you," she said 
aloud, " a thousand times : here is a bright- 
berried one," 

" They are exceedingly pretty." 

" And I do think they are," said Rachel, 
holding them up in the sun, " 1 am pleased, 
certainly, with theu], for I invented them 
myself — the pretty things!" she said, swing- 
ing one round and round on a stick. 

" You seem pleased with your own work," 
he said, smiling. 

" Why, now, is it any use to go and abuse 
a bright thought that has come over you 
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liy chance? if you do, I think the next 
thought may be dingy enough. Have you 
children 1" 

" One little girl." 

" Give her this," said the gipsy, " it is a 
little one glittering in scarlet ; and tell her 
it is from Rachel Stanley, the gipsy." 

" I know your name," said the gentle- 
man. 

" You do !" said Rachel, starting. 

" I do. 

" Then you really know what we pretend 
to know." 

" What do you pretend to know?" 

" Don't you know really, sir, what the 
I gipsy pretends to know ?" 

" Yon pretend to tell fortunes." 

" Yes," said Rachel, *' and to tell past 
and coming events." 

' Do you acknowledge that it is all 
I fraud?" 



"Yes, sir; God is above. 



Jesus 



irist our Lord, and I dare not, if I would, 
/ it is not all pretence and lies, for it is." 
" If you know God and our Saviour, you 
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would not only fear to be deceitful, but 
for hie love you trould not, I trust, wish to 
be so. She who loves the pure and juet 
God, little girl, must try with all her heart, 
and mind, and aoul, to be pure and hoty," 

" I know it, sir, I know it ; and I do try, 
and I am somewhat better than I was, en- 
tirely from the great love and fear I have of 
the kind God. Yet tell me, how you do 
happen to know me?" 

" One has written to me of his little 
friends." 

" Mr. Howard has apoke of us," said 
Rachel, her eyes sparkling with joy ; " and 
did he call ub kis little friends ? the dear, 
the kind old man! Then you are Mr. Ste- 
phens, one of his kin. Happiness to you, 
joy and merriment of heart to you, and all 
belonging to you!" 

" Thank you, my little girl," said Mr. 
StepbeQB, much entertuned with her origi- 
nality. 

" I was on the look-out for you, when I 
met you," said Rachel, " to tell you that 
we had left the note behind that we had 



Ill care for you. Will it signify luuolt, 
sir ?" 

" No, my uliild, I will write to liiiii, and 
1(^11 him." 

" And say, sir, how we IninentcHl : yet not 
I citlicr, but tlioy did : for sorrow would 
not cliiifi; to uiy liourt, fur 1 thought iniicb 
niixctiief WHH not dune; nnd I knew Mr, 
Howard, with all hia kindness, and hia 
thoughts of )ii)rh l.liingtt, would not he greatly 
anftry with us for a few winks und sWpy 
r Qods of the memory, which is but a little 
■fruit, after all, for it bu oothing; iu it agidnit 
fGod.^ 

" Can you read, my child ?" 
"Something of a, rend I make of it," said 
■fiachel ; " but an for Ella and (iabricl, their 
■•yes run away with tho words iis if tbey 
counting stones in the streams. Thoy 
lire more given to sit still, iiiid think, and 
Ijpondcr, than I am; I like to be up and about, 
kod to Nteat thoughti and fancies of the 
AKtty thing!- 1 meet in my way." 
" Have yon a school iiinongNt you V 
"What! a school in our tents, with a 
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man with a stick in his hand, looking out for 
a fault, that he may give you a blow 1" 

" It is not so," said Mr, Stephens, laugh- 
ing, " the rod is hardly ever used." 

" Maybe not," said Bachel ; " yet still 
there the stick is ready for you, if you have 
a happy thought or laugh that yoii cannot 
help giving way to : we gipsies can never do 
right, if we have not the power of doing- 
wrong." 

" You are a wild set, I know," said Mr. 
Stephens. 

" Open air and liberty make us so," 1 
suppose ; " we go hither and thither, and 
call all our own." 

" If, then, you have the power of doing 
wrong, you generally choose the right, do 
you ?" 

" We have laws among ua," said Rachel, 
" that we may not break, and we seldom do. 
Little faults, that I hear are common among 
roof children, shabby faults, are rarely 
heard of with us ; for we are so thrown upon 
our conscience, that the heart-voice becomes 
strong, and speaks loudly generous wishes 



in our ear. If any one with power were to 

come and say, ' I trust in you, Rachel, that 

you will do all you can to please me,' would 

I ? O yes, yes, and ratlier lose my liberty 

for a week, than do wrong ; but if he were 

to come, or rather if 1 were to go to him, 

and he were to have a stick near him, and 

an eye that said, ' I see you — you shall have 

it if you do anything wrong,' would I ? yes, 

I yes, everything to torment the task-master, 

I and so would every gipsy- We cannot help 

I it, but we must be free to be good." 

" How is it, then, that the gipsy steals 
from all who live near his tent?" 

" Nay, nay," said Hachel, " it is not so ; 
do we ever steal from you, or any round 
about here ?" 

" No, we have never missed anything," 
" We poach, I will not deny that," said 
Rachel, " and our kettle has many a hare 
and a rabbit in it ; and we pilfer from farm- 
houses at a distance." 

" Take care, gipsy," said Mr. Stephens, 
I " you are putting yourself in my power." 
" I am taking myself out of your power,'' 
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said Rachel, " by speaking to you and tell- 
ing you all ; I have tailed you into tlie inner 
tent of my heart, you are, therefore, the lajst 
person in the world who has any power 
over me." 

" You think I could not betray you ?" 

" To be sure you could not ; a servant of 
God, to please His master, must be great- 
hearted." Mr. Stephens smiled. " Be- 
sides," said Rachel, " if you were to turn 
against me, and make a scourge of my 
words, you would do me no harm — not my 
body, for I could away to other tents than 
my own in an hour." 

" You have nothing to fear, little gipsy." 

" My heart would sorrow for your sin, if 
1 had ; and I would pray for you when I had 
got all the anger out of me. The gipsy 
thinks a false friend worse than a mur- 
derer." 

" You shall not find me a false friend, but 
a true friend." 

" I believe it," said Rachel. 

" Let me advise you, however, my child, 
not to make a friend of every pasBer-by." 
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■' Do you think I would? that were too 
I us thoughtful even for the careless, light- 
I hearted gipsy." 

" Yet how short a time 1 have known 
I you, and you have told me much." 

I opened nij heart to you hecause you 
■ vere the servant of the kind God who 
lloves us and keeps us. Are you not his 
I servant ?" 

■' I am ; and I trust I serve my Master." 

" You must, I should think," said Bachel, 
B**or you would leave His service; it would 
Kbe too dreadful a thing to wear His livery, 
Bpnd cheat him of Hb service." 

" Does every faithless servant leave hia 

" Other masters cannot see every thought 

Q before it has left the heart, but God 

san ; nothing can be hJd from Him. It 

; be a fear-nought heart that will ven- 

rtnre to deceive such a master, and, I am sure, 

Pa little-loving heart that could hurt such a 

Und master," 

Mr. Stephens looked at her with delight. 
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and he offered up a prayer in secret, that 
§he might be kept from temptation. 

" Knowing and loving God, my child," 
he aaid, " you would do nothing willingly 
to offend him." 

" No," said the gipsy girl, " neither Ga- 
briel, Ella, nor Rachel would now poach, 
lie, steal, or swear; for tliey love and fear 
God, and will keep up their love and fear 
with prayer." 

" Pray constantly, tny child, for God is a 
God of prayer; and He will keep your 
heart warm in love to Him, if you will ask 
of Him." 

" I do pray very much," said Rachel, "i 
is impossible to help it, for everything is s 
beautiful, and God and Jesus Christ, I feel, 
are so near to us. Then how can I help 
prayer and peace?" 

" Will you not tell me why you call them 
carol baskets, gipsy V 

" I think I may, but you must promise 
not to think me cunning, and making a 
show of being good." 
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■' I can promise, for I am sure you have 
not the least canning in you." 

" Now, I thank you, sip, for saying that 

to from your heart, aud I will tell you. I 

can sing, sir, and they say my song is as 

beautiful as a bird's; so for the last two 

, Christmases the men and women of the vil- 

[ lage have come and asked me to go round 

I with them, on Christmas-eve, to slug the 

I tidings of our Saviour's coming. Money 

I was givea to us, and we divided it among 

I knew not who our kind Lord that 

\ .'We were singing about was, so 1 sang away 

I to get money like the rest. Now that I do 

I /know of whom I am singing, I cannot like 

Uto go from door to door singing His praises, 

I- B6 if in gratitude to Hiai, and all this only 

f'to get money to feast and get drunk with." 

" I wish all thought as you do." 

"Do you think me right? I am glad 

u do," 

"Yet I cancot think why you should 
make carol baskets, because you do not 
»ing." 
" Sir," said Rachel, " all do not think in 
o2 
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the tents as we do ; my mother Ruth does 
not; they paid me greatly for my voice, 
for my mother would not let me go nithout 
a great price, for she knows the valne of 
luy singing. I like not my mother to be 
angry with me through my Saviour, for 
that I cannot but think would do her little 
good, so, without telling her why, I have 
made iliese baskets, and mean to sell them, 
and briiig her the money, which will make 
up for the carol money." 

Mr. Stephens was much pleased, and, 
shaking bands with her, be dropped a shil- 
ling into the basket she held in her hand. 

" A good beginning," said Rachel ; 
" eighteen pence at the top of the morning ; 
thank you very kindly." 

" May God bless you, my little child, 
and keep you;" and he shook hands with 
her, and passed on. 

It was long ere Rachel arrived at the 
village, for she left the direct road, to 
wander up the granite hill to the Logan 
stone. She sat down on the stone for some 
time to admire tfae view, and the distance 
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I lighted up by the moniing sun. She was 

I ^onc, and she thought of the God who had 

I made the sun to shine in thin joyous wuy 

upon her, and she looked curefuliy round 

to see if any were near, and she knelt down, 

and she blessed the God of nature, and 

isked Him to bless her and her people. 

On her return, ehe met Klla standing by 

■the old oak stump near the well, on the 

id to the right of Dungal stone. 

' You have sold, Rachey, all your baa- 



>^ " Every one, and if I had had a dozen 
pore they would all have gone, so I must 
ry to the holly trees and get more twigs; 
, Ella, I met on my leaving you this 
lorniug, Mr. Stephens ; he is us kind as 
If r. Howard ; so kind, indeed, that be per* 
Vjwaded me to tell him why 1 called the 
ikets carol baskets." 

' Have you told him, and will you not 
tell me?" 

* I will," said Ilachel ; and she told her. 
While they were talking, a lady came up 
I them, and spoke harshly to them, and 
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asked them if they were not gipsies, and if 
they were not ashamed of belonging to saeh 
a set of idle, thieving people ? 

" Gipsies are not generally ashamed of 
their people, nor of their ways," aaswered 
Rachel, colouring with anger, 

" Not of picking, stealing, and lying V 

" Or of evil speaking," added Rachel, 
" we are ranch ashamed of that." 

The lady frowned upon Rachel ; " Did 
you hear the bell tolling yesterday V she 
asked. 

" We did, and sorrowed to hear the sad 
sounds," said Ella ; " whoever it wae is 
gone from us, and we shall have his foot- 
steps among us again no more." 

" Well may you sorrow," said the lady, 
" for he was a sad character, drunken, and 
dishonest, and everything that he should 
not have been." 

Lady," said Rachel, indignantly, " how 
can you speak without dooling of his sins, 
since you know that God must punish such 
an one with misery for ever and ever ? Oh ! 
lady, weep for the poor soul, and pray for 
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it, and show some mercy for him who is 
gone from us ;" and Racbel covered her 
face with her hands, and burst into tears. 

The lady looked Burprised, and turned to 
Ella, who was sitting on the well, and whose 
tears were streaming in large drops down 
her face. 

" Did not Jesus weep over Jerusalem," 

said Rachel, looking up, " though tie knew 

I its people would put Him to a cruel death ?" 

" What is ail this?" said the lady. 

" Why, lady, let God judge him, poor 

I ;iDan ; God, who has Jesus Christ sitting 

1 by Him, to say a kind word for the poor 

I soul, if a kind word can be said; hut you, 

^ who are full of your own eins, have no right 

to do so." 

" Full of my own sins? no right to do so, 
child? what do you mean?" 

" I beg your pardon, I am sure, and I 
mean nothing that is wrong, lady ; but the 
Bible tells us that we are sinners, every one; 
and St. Paul said that he was as great a 
sinner as any one of us, and you are not 
better than St. Paul." 
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" Am I drunken ? am I dislionest? am I 
a liar?" asked the lady. 

" To think of all this against the poor 
sou!," thought Ella, " how sad 1" 

" No, lady, you are no drunkard, or liar, 
or thief," said Rachel, " because you are 
not, may be, given to these faults, but as 
they have never been in your bosom, and 
you have not driven them from you by 
prayer, it is no merit of your own that they 
are not there ; have you no faults ?" 

" Certainly 1 liave," said the lady ; " we 
are not one of us without faults," 

" Then, lady, you cannot afford to con- 
demn the poor man who is gone ; leave 
him to our kind Saviour." 

" Gipsy!" said the lady, angrily. 

" Be not angry, lady," said Rachel ; " but 
Mr. Howard would tell you ; all this he has 
told us, and lie told us that crimes are faults 
grown up; perhaps your faults are not 
grown up iuto crimes, because you have 
not been tempted as the poor man who is 
gone was; but have you kept your fault 
small by prayer ?" 



SOI 



" Child, I wish not to be taught by a 
fipsy." 

" No, I could not teach you, I am only 

telling you what Mr. Howard hae said to 

OS, and you will listen to his worda, for he 

is a shepherd, you know." 

" He is not my sheiiherd." 

" Not your shepherd, lady ? a clergyman 

is a shepherd to every one — a teacher of 

God's word, I thought, was a shepherd, 

whether he taught in yonder church or 

F yonder chapel ; he is over a flock, they are 

\ in his fold, BO he is a shepherd ; and, indeed, 

' l»dy, Mr. Howard is a good shepherd, and 

pleasing to God, for the school ui is tress of 

his village told me, that be was one who 

certainly did visit the fatherless and widows 

I in their affliction, and who kept himself 

mspotted from the world, and that she did 

I not believe there was one sinner in the 

I village who had not a kind prayer from 

I Um many times in the day. So let bim be 

l-your shepherd, and go listen to his words." 

At this moment a little face peeped over 

Lifae hedge, and a little voice gently saying. 
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" Gipsy, gipsy," was heard ; the lady knew 
that the eyes and voice belonged to a boy 
called Sam Pestle, who was playing the 
truant during school hours, and, horror! 
was come to have a laugh with the gipsies. 
She was bustling away to bestow a box on 
the ear and a long lecture on the delin- 
quent, when Rachel caught hold of her 
gown. " Lady," she said, laughing. 

" Well, leave go of me, gipsy." 

" Lady !" 

" Well, say what you have to say, but 
don't touch me." 

" Why, lady, tell me why are you hurry- 
ing away V 

" I must insist upon your not touching 
me ; I like not a gipsy's touch." 

" Well, now I will let you go," said 
Rachel, " for he is gone beyond your reach, 
and I only wanted to keep you from hiin, 
for you looked so angry." 

The lady was angry, and she walked off 
determined for the future never to speak 
to vagrants and vagabonds, and also, if pos- 
sible, to have them driven from the ueigh* 
bourhood. 



" I am afraid she thought me very iin- 
pertinent," said llachel, " but I could aot 
let her go after the poor little fellow, for 
she looked ax if she would take a stick out 
of the hedge to beat hint, and I should not 
have liked to have heard his cries." 

" 0, she would not have beat him," said 
Ella. 

' Well, if she would not have touched 
bim with the stick, she would with her 
I harsh words, which are enough to set the 
I toughest heart on edge. O, what a dls- 
[ agreeable woman ! I would not be doomed 
I to live with her for anything." 

" Why, Rachey, hov/ angry you are I" 
I wd Ella, laughing. 
' And are not you t" 

' I can't say I am ; but I do think the 
[.lady does not read the Bible with the mind 
V Jesus Christ would wish her, or she would 
ri have more honey in her heart." 

' She have any honey in her heart !" said 
Rachel ; '■ why, her heart is as hard and 
cold as the bricks we are sitting upon." 
"O KacheU are you not judging when 
. you might be praying for her?" 
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" I can't pray yet for her, I am so angry 
with her — poor man !" 

" 0, then, Rachey, dear, drive the anger 
away; you should not let it tent in your 
heart, since it shuts out prayer." 

" I know it, Elly, I know it." 

" I am thinking," said Ella, " that the 
lady will not pray for the poor man, because 
she does nottliink herself good enough." 

" She not think herself good enough ! 
if that were all, she thinks herself good 
enough, take my word for it." 

" No, I tliink if she did think herself 
good enough to pray, she would rather send 
a prayer to heaven for a poor soul, than 
speak harshly and unkindly of it when on 
its way to heaven." 

" You think, Elly, she is good enough 
to condemn, hut not good enough to pray ?" 

" Why, all are good enough to condemn," 
said Ella, " for all can see faults in others ; 
we can, Rachey, in the lady. And I do 
think, Rachel, God would not turn from 
any sinner, however big his faults, while 
praying for another. I think Jesus would 
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look upon Iiiui ut liis prayers, and say, 
'Turn, sinner, to your God, and love Him 
yourself.* " 

' I can't pray yet for that harsh east 
l-wind of a woman," said Racliel, " for I am 
angry witli her." 
' Harsli eaRt wind of a woman, Kachey ! 
Itiiat is not swearing, but tliey are bitter 
Twords, and bitter words are evil words; 
j.^crape, Rachey, every bit of anger from 
I jour heart against her." 

' I will try," said Rachel, " but it is not 
I io easy to me to do it as it is to yuu. Do 
\jfou remember our saying that Mr, How- 
lltrd's heart was like a bright fiower garden 
^belonging to a delicate lady, full of sweet- 
liyoielling, bright (lowers ?" 

" Yes," said Ella, " I remember it very 
bell." 

' Elly, for ail I know, that lady's heart 
Imay be full of pretty flowers of love to- 
F-wards ail, bnl there is a cold east wind 
blowing before it which keeps all her heart- 
flowers back from opening, and will only 
let the nettle spring to sting. She is un- 
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coDitiionly dieag^reeable, and does one no 
good." 

" No, indeed, she has done you no good, 
Rachey, you may, indeed, say that ; but she 
has done you much harm, by putting the 
sloe into your heart. liuchey, you said you 
would forget lier." 

" So I will, and to do so I will remember 
that dear friend, Mr. Howard ; is he not, 
Elly, like the south wind that passes along 
the corn fields and raises into more beauty 
every pretty little flower ?" 

" He is," said Ktia ; " every little tiny 
bud of goodness he culls up into open Hower 
ill the heart, by the way of love in his 
speech ." 

" Ella, I have quite forgotten her, at least 
I can't say I have forgotten her for I can- 
not in a hurry — but I think of her without 
anger, and even I will think she means 
well, and I dare say says her prayers very 
often, and goes to church whenever there 
is church, and does what she thinks is right," 

" 1 dare say she does," said Ella ; " and 
she thinks it right to be harsh and to con- 
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rdenin others, thinking it will do them 
Kood." 

" Wliat will not lore and gentleness 
do t" vaid niiclicl ; " I do think the scrviint 
of Chrixt should he a* liku hU kind and 
merciful Mitster aa he can. Klla, let us 
Ihiak no more of the lady, for anger is 
Hying about iny heart wliilst I do think of 
lier, though I try to push it away. Ju§t 
tM-c if I recollect the [iretty lines that I learnt 
ihe other day from Mr. Howard's book. 

^TiiHt dear Mr. Howard — n&y them, Klly, 
I have i^uile forgotten thi>m." 
" Wliot If iJio lilllp tnin nhtmld my, 
Rd riikII n ilnii> ru I 
Can ne'er idVnh thn tliintf Held, 
I'llUrrjinthcikj? 

" What irthc ihining bam at ntooa 
Shoutd In lit buiiuln aUir, 

Bct'MUM lU (iMbla light BbOVD 

Cannot ctMla ■ daf t 

•■ [)Da nut rwh lain-iliiip help lo brm 
Tlia ciK>l, rafrnhlnii Atmet, 
Anil tiny ny of llglit to mirm 
And beautir/ tlie flower?" 
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" I have quite forgotten everything now, 
Elly, that made me angry ; those lines are 
so pretty that I could hear them over and 
over again ; dear, dear, how pretty they 
are — how is it ? * What if the little rain 
should say — ^ I can almost say it;" so 
talking, they returned to their tents. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



ISRtSTHAfi GATHBRtNO — GABRIBL, RACHEL, 

ella, and browne, detsrmine to find 

hiding-place for christmas the 

^ tben's cliff, &C, 

r wanted but a few days to Cliristinas, 

gipgies, tidtllere, tinkers, and wan- 

;rs of all descriptiona, poured into the 

Stanley tents. Gabriel and Ella were very 

BiDcb disconcerted at this; they knew not 

t to do, there would be so much riotous 

th and drinking, so that it would be 

mpossible to think of the day. The social, 

" loving-hearted Rachel was so rejoiced to 

see all her friends, and to make new friends, 

that for a day or two she thought not of 
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the evils of such a crew ; yet on the evening 
of the third day, as they were readings the 
Btory of the angel of the Lord coming to 
the shepherds, in St. Luke, she stopped her 
ears to keep out the noise, and begged them 
to move still farther from the tents. They 
went up towards Dean wood, and sat them- 
selves down on a heap of stones by the 
wayside, and Browne read again: "And 
there were in the same country shepherds 
abiding in the field, keeping watch over 
their flock by niglit. And lo, the angel of 
the Lord came upon them, and the glory of 
the Lord shone round about them : and 
they were sore afraid. And the angel satd 
unto them, Fear not ; for, behold, I bring 
you good tidings of great joy, which shall 
be to all people. For unto you ia born 
this day in the city of David a Saviour, 
which is Christ the Lord. And this shall 
be a, sign unto you : ye shall find the babe 
wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in it 
manger. And suddenly there was with the 
angel a multitude of the heavenly host, 
praising Ood, and saying, Glory to God in 
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' the highest, and on earth peace, good will 
towards men. And it came to pass, as the 
angels were gone away from tliem into 
heaven, the shepherds said one to another, 
I*t us now go even mito Bethlehem, and 
sec this thing which is come to pass, which 
tlio Lord hath made known unto us. And 
they came with haste, and found Mary and 
Joseph and the babe lying in a manger." 

" The angel of the Lord came upon 
them," repeated Uachel ; " if he were to 
come upon iis, how should we be found 1" 

" ' And they came with haste," " said 
Ella ; " 1 seem to see them hurrying to the 
manger, with their sticks in their hands, 
forgetting their Hocks, and speaking not, 
or looking at one another, in their great 
haste to press on to the child Jesus." 

(Jabriel, Itachel, and Ella, silently oo- 
Tered their face with their hands, and 
prayed a prayer in their hearts that all 
who were gathered together in the tents 
might hasten, as the shepherds, to sec their 
Lord, When their prayers were finished, 
they again talked, but they told not tliey 
p 2 
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had been praying, though each knew that 
the other had, 

Christmas was on the following Saturday, 
and un Tuesday Ranting Sam the fiddler, 
from Marlborough Forest, made his ap- 
pearance; his very fiddle, without Sam's 
fingers to touch the strings, made Rachel 
caper like a morrice-dancer, but she told 
liiiii her feet should not jig to his tunes a 
bit, if every time he opened his mouth a 
string of oaths came out. 

" Why, Hachey, and what is come over 
you ; you were not used to be so nice with 
your thoughts and ways ?" 

" Sam," said Rachel, " a fear has come 
over me — a fear of doing evil ; ho, Sammy, 
give over your oatha, for I love your fiddle 
as much as I hate your reckle&e words. I 
could dance all day to the tunes of your 
hands, and weep, Sam, for the tones of your 
voice." 

" I will tune my ways," said Sam, " aa 
I tune my fiddle, if yon will love me, Ra- 
chel," 

" I do love thee," said Rachel, " aod 
have for many a long year." 
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' Many 8 long year! why, cliJItl, thy 
[ jears have been but few." 

' They are few to my i^e, but many to 
my love," said Rachel, " for I loved thee 
for iby music and thy joy since iny first 
year of memory." 

" And your first year of memory," said 
Sam, " is as long as you can remember; so 
you think it is long since you loved me, 
wdoyou not?" 

B " And indeed I do," said Rachel ; " and 
' now I will tell you what I will do for you 
if you will cease swearing while you are 
with us." 

" Something very great, Rachey, child, 
it must be, if it pay me for not swearing, 
which is as necessary to me as smoking and 
drinking ; I think I can forego the one as 
soon as t'other." 

" I am downhearted to hear you say so," 
said Rachel. 

" I'll fiddle your heart into joy again." 

" Your gladdest notes can hardly raise 

my spirits," said Rachel, as she drew Sam 

to a seat and spoke to him of all Mr. How- 
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ard had told her ; and Sam called her hU 
little queen of goodness, and hoped he 
might be as good one of these days. 

It is seldom that a man will not listen 
to a child, when it speaks of God, however 
depraved he may be, for religion in a child 
is lovely, and is felt to be so by the most 
wicked. 

" Well, now, Rachcy," be said, " I will, 
for your sake, try not to swear: but Trhat, 
pray, was it that you would do for me if I 
would leave off oathing V 

" Why, Tony has taught me a dance, a 
jig from Norway, where they are always 
moving the feet to keep themselves warm, 
and I will teach it to you." 

" Up, lassie, up, and show me, and I'll 
not swear one oath while I am with you." 

Rachel hummed the Norwegian air, and 
danced the jig, and Sam declared there 
was not such a lassie on this side Tweed, 
nor on t'other either. 

Late on Thursday night, Rachel, Ella, 
Browne, and Gabriel, returned from Mr. 
Stephens ; they talked together, and Bug- 
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[fiBtcil ]>lan after plan to escape froDi tlie 
ints during ClirUtmas. 

" Let us go and look for some bole to 
creep into till after CliristuiaB," said Itauliel, 
'to-morrow morning, vhen Jock and wild 
iuu are gone to play at quoits under Uigli 
Tor, we sball not be missed so soon by tlie 
ttbers ; but Jock keeps his eye upon me, 
ind Sam catches me every other minute to 
lance the jig. I wish I had never taught 
t him, for he swears as much as ever ; and 
irhen I tell him of it, he says it is only his 
voice that swears, not his heart, and tliat no 
Hie is accountable for his voice, which goes 
by iiahit." 

< " I dare say he does not hear himself 
nthing," said fllla, " he is so used to it." 

" I'll answer for it he does not," said Ga- 
iBiel; " we all of us know how difficult it is 
to get rid of bad words." 

" It will be some little adventure," said 
Rachel, " and I love an adventure from my 
lieart's heart; may be we shall find a hole 
kept by some great monster with three or 
ibar heads, and legs witbout number." 
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" We cannot do better than go in aearcli 
of this hole," said Ella ; " for stay in the 
tents we may noti with all the noise about 

IJ9," 

" Browne," mid Oabriel, " after what 
Mr. Stephens has said, I am determined 
that you shall not stay with us; a roof-man 
tlirtuld not dwell with a gipsy-" 

■' Browne going to leave ua!" cried Ha- 
chel; "what can we do without the shep- 
herd boy ?" 

" Mr. Stephens," snid Gabriel, "will take 
Browne to guard and tend his cows on the 
moor, and to liring them home to shelter 
Kt gloaming." 

" We shall weep for you," said Hachel, 
" as for our own kin, not one is dearer to 
us." 

" I shall not leave you till after Christ- 
mas," said Browne. 

•' No, nor till after New Year's day: wo 
must dance away the old year," said Rachel, 
" though it is rather shabby to kick away an 
old friend," 

" I shall not loavo you for a month," said 



217 



Srowric; " at Iea«t I Hhitll return each even- 
ing to the tents, after driving home the 
cows." 

" You must not take to the roof till after 
k« have left the country," mid Ella. 

** What think you of the lime-kiln near 
the Wren's Ne«t Clitf ?" natil Ilachel. 

" I wontJer we thought not of it before 
to Christmas in," said £lla; "a capital 
place, I should think ; it is scarcely spoken 
the teals, so no uue will think of coni- 
iog to look for u» tliere." 

' Let as turn off up the moor now, and 

and look at it," said llachol. 

* From the moon it must be nearly nine, 
and it in at least two miles from here," said 
Etla, *' so we had better put it oft* till to- 
•row." 

Be it BO," said Rachel, yawning; "for 
am nigh tired, for I have so jigged it and 
jagged it to Barn's fiddle lo-day." 

" I should like to know why it is called 
Wren's Clift"?" said Browne. " I suppose 
a lit of X wren has built near it; it i« a 
■mail bird to give a name to a clifi'." 
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"An undisturbed wren," said Gabriel, 
" builds in a hole at the top of a high gra- 
nite stone." 

" A wren ! say wrena," said Rachel ; " for 
the little wren of last summer neTcr has 
the mossy tent that his forefathers have had 
generations back, and wren after wren will 
have it, for none can reach it, it is eo 
high." 

" I love the thought," said Elia, " that 
any little bird has found a home where 
man is not able to come nigh ; he may look 
out and say, ' I am gipsy of that within 
ken,' " 

" Before Adam and Eve disobeyed God, 
by taking the fruit that God told them not 
to touch, all animals and birds loved us, and 
did not fear us more than the dog does now," 
said Browne. 

" Before the fruit was eaten," said Ga- 
briel, " animals were never killed ; they 
lived upon the fruit of the ground." 

" I wish it were so now," said Rachel, " for 
I never see sheep driven to the butcher'a- 
from the green fields without feeling a curd- 
ling of the heart within me." 
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" What I Imte to sec," said Ella, " is the 
quiet, gentle cow, wlio, after she can give 
no milk, is driven away to the butcher, 
without one eye of ]>ity turned to her from 
the many eyes that had only to turn to the 
field to dee lier quiet self." 

" I wonder every eye, as she goes along," 
Haid Hnchel, " has not a tear for her ready 
by." 

"Were I a rich roof-woman," said Ella, 
" for an old servant like tlic cow, I would 
have fields for thoni to ^o to when they 
were past use ; and I would have these 
fields filled with buttercups and wild flowers 
of every kind." 

" They would not thank you for the gayest 
Howers," said Browne, laughing ; " for they 
make the grass bitter, and they won't touch 
them." 

" Then let them leave them alone ; they 
will have them to look nt." 

"Or suppose," said Ituchel, "you were 
to give them knots of flower-beds tilled witit 
roses, and other garden (lowers round by 
the hedges." 
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" Ay, very true," said Ella, laughing, 
" that would do famously. All my little 
good people from underground, fairies, 
brownies, kelpies, would come to our flower 
knots. What a pretty world it would be if 
we had knots of beautiful flowers, roses, 
uarnations, pansies, and all the rest of them , 
round the hedges ; then would come out 
butterflies, dragonfliea, and beautiful birds, 
to talk with my pets the fairies," 

" I really think you believe there are 
fairies," said Browne. 

" I do," said Rachel, " I try all I can to 
think so; but the thought will fade from 
me, and I cannot believe as I used in them. 
I know a brownie, and a good pleasant soul 
it is." 

They all laughed, and Browne said, " If 
the brownie can catch a fairy, he will bring 
it to you." 

" Now there's a good spirit," said Rachel. 
" Well, here we are ;" and the merry Rachel 
sprang upon her brother Charley, and co- 
vering his eyes witb her hands, said, " Well, 
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Charley boy, how many heads have you 
broken to-day ?" 

" Not one, Rachey ; off with your little 
fingers, and hie away to bed, for your foot 
is the most wandering foot among us.'* 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE LIME-KILN — THEIR RETREAT DISCOVERED 
— ZIBA — TORRIBIUS TAKES THE BIBLB TO 
HIS TENT. 

" Rachel and Ella," said Jock, " do you 
not mean to come amongst us at all ?" 

" Not at all, at all,'' answered Rachel, 
playfully. 

" Tell me where you lie hid — do, there's 
good girls." 

" No, no," said Rachel, " we are not quite 
80 silly as that." 

" I will find out," said Jock ; and he 
walked on. 

" We must do all we can to prevent it," 
said Ella, " for they will so plague us 
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■ How beautiful the church looked with its 
holly and laurel branches to-day, did it not?" 
said Ella, with much devotion; " I feel ao 
thankful to God for letting us know him. 
Rachey, does it not seem to yoii as if erery- 
thing must have been so cold — that it 
must have been such a cold world to us, be- 
fore we knew of a Saviour?" 

Thus talking, they " went on their way 
rejoicing" to Mr. Stephens, where they 
were to spend the whole of the Christmas- 
day. 

About eight in the evening, they returned 
to the kiln, and lighted a blazing fire, for 
it was a cold night, and the 9now lay deep 
on the ground. They had talked of the 
little Jesus, who wa^ bora on that day, till 
their hearts, like the hearts of the disciples, 
burned within them. They opened the 
Bible, and sat down, and they read all they 
could find of the most beautiful, as they 
thought, of Jesus; and they read the miracle 
of the widow's son being restored to life, 
and they thought it heart- warming and 
beautiful. 
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" She was bo left alone in the world," said 
Rachel, " her heart must have been broke' 
down with the sorrow. Think of a poor 
lonely widow sitting in a tent, with a son, 
one onlj son, to take care of her, then this 
Bon to be suddenly taken from her, hov 
broken-hearted she must have been, sitting^ 
all alone !" 

" Yes," said Ella, " and her poor dead 
son, her all, carried out to be buried be- 
fore her. What a joy it must have been to- 
see his heavenly kind face in her trouble!" 

" Yes," said Itachel, " and when he told 
the young man to arise, and he got up, O 
what joy! what joy! Our kind Lord was 
by the dying son in spirit, and saw him die. 

" I dare say," said Elia, " but he let him 
die as he did Lazarus, that he might sliovr 
to the world that he could raise us all 
from death. 1 think now, if I were to 
die, as our Saviour is not here, I should 
like to be raised on the other side of the 
heaven." 

" Yes, Ella," said Rachel, " but then you 
would see none of ue." 
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' Tliat would be very siid," wid Ella; 
" but I ahould liuve my 8a?ioiir Jesus Christ, 
inii I do so wish to see hini." 

Ab they were talking, tbey saw, as they 
thought, three or four figures pass the door. 
Hacbel sprang up to invite the strangers in 

^^^ warm thomsetves, for it was pioroing 

^b»ld. 

^^M " I trust thoy are not old," said Rachfll, 

^^Bn her rvturti, "for it is sadly cold; but 

^Hirtioever it is, they are gone." 

^^M " I hope they have not found us out," 

Hwid Ella. 

^* " No," said Rachel, " fear not that, they 
are not thinking of us, for wo loft them at 
high revels ; and they will not think of such 

^^ children as we are." 

^L Again they all sat down, and Elk begged 

^^^9rown(.> to road ouce more the story of the 

^^nridow's 

^H' " KII}', I will read it to you," said Ga> 

^^Pbrifd, opening the Bible. " ' And it came to 
pass the day after, that he went into a city 
called Nnin, and many of his disciples went 
with him, and much people. Now when 




he came nigh to the gate of the city, behohl, 
there was a dead man carried oat, the onlj" 
son of his mother, and she was a tvidow: 
and much people of the city was with her: 
and when the Lord saw her, he had com- 
pasfiion oo her, and said uDto her. Weep 

Kind, kind words," said Klla, " ' Weep 

"'And he came and touched the bier, 
and they that bare bim stood still, and he 
said. Young man, I say unto tbee. Arise ; 
and he that was dead, sat up, and began to 
speak. And he delivered him to hts mo- 
ther. And there came a fear on all, and 
they glorified God, saying. That a great 
prophet is risen np among us ; and that 
God hath visited his people.' " 

" Give me the Bible," said Rachel. " How 
pleasant it is to be able to read," ^e said, 
turning over the leaves ; " ' And he said 
unto her, Weep not.' " 

"Yes, those few words strike me so much," 
said Ella ; " Jesus did not, like a great per- 
son, bid those who carried the bier, set it 
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down, nml not look at tlio poor mother; but 
he turned like a tender brother to her, and 
told her not to dool. Yea, he spoke to her 
more kindly than the tenderMt brother." 

" Hear," said Ituchol : " ' And he that was 
dead Hat up, and began tu speak. And he 
L delivered him to his mother/ Is it not lovely 
9 think upon, Elly {" 

[ should like to know," said Gabriel, 
[•what his first words were. I dare say 
Ihcy vmrc nil cipokL-ii to his mother, and 
Khcii his mother pointed to the great Being 
I who stood by, and whose face uia»t Imvo 
I glowed with the kind and wouderrul act lie 
mhtd just done." 

' Fancy the poor mother's joy at hearing 
'the voice again, that she thought was huehed 
for ever," 

As llachel said this, slie looked towards 
the door, and again she saw the figures; 
she sprang from tho fire, saying, " You shall 
not t'scapG me this time," and was clasped 
in the arms of Jock. 

" You things, we have found you ul lust," 
he said. 

q2 
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" We came to teaze you," said TorribiuF, 
" but remained to listen, for what you read 
took our fancy." 

" Look here," said Jock, pushing a fellow 
into tlie midst of them. The girts sprang 
back some stci*, for he was dressed in a 
bear'e skin, and looked like a huge bear. 

"Are you afraid of me?" said a voice, 
the iiiiFsic of whose tones told who he was. 

"It is Ziba! it is Zibat" said Itache), 
springing forward to him, " returned to his 
mother," 

The bear clasped her in his arms, for be 
was rejoiced to see his cousin again. He 
gently pressed Ella to iiis bosom, for lie said 
he feared to give a bear's hug to one so very 
delicate. 

" Why, Elly, a lily of the valley woul 
look robust by you." 

" Yet I am very strong," said Ella, " aad 
can walk, and laugh, and run, as well as 
' Bachel," 

" Who looks like the lark at spring of 
[ day," said Ziha. 

" We have ywu amongst us again,'" said 
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And the Imppy girlH tusuie Uim sit d»wu 

l.y the (ire, and they e^t on each aide of 

liiin. Jock and TorribiuN «tood );eliind tlioai, 

Ijluteniiit; to, and laitt^liing at, Hacliorit qiien* 

iopii of Norway. 

' Ziba told of many of the wild eports, and 
f the linperstitions of Norway, and of the 
|ktle eider duck, and Rachel wished she 
iDald set off that night fur Norway. Ziba 
|0Dld have told them that he surpassed 
Mt of the Norwegians in every sport; 
nd that when be lelt thcin, they entreated 
^elad to return, for the fame of his prowess, 
his beautiful oounlenanee, had spread 
brough the country. Dut /iha wan great 
f heart, and therefore inodeut, for he looked 
M>t back to those whom lie had lol\ in skill; 
rat his heart and wishes stretched forward 
t> those who excelled bini, and he eagered 
to equal theui. Then at night (unheedfnl 
of the wolves and bears) he walked forth 
with his dogs to gaze on the bright northern 
sky, dazzling with its lights, and something 
greater than himself, iiomething greater 
than anything the earth contained, swelled 
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within his bosom, and his heart bornetl 
within him, and he felt painfully small of 
heart in the glorious world ; and to relieve 
his heart of its weight, he would turn his 
thoughts to his mother, and weep ; and 
then he was the loving-hearted Ziba again, 
with every thought fixed upon the beloved 
tents that contained all he had ever loved. 
These great thoughts made him tliink. little 
of himself; and when they praised him, fae 
only felt dissatisfied, and wished he were 
greater, for he felt so sure there was much 
greater in the world than anything he 
then could imagine; and he would exclaim, 
when looking down upon all below him 
from a mountain, " Where is the good of 
all this heart and big thoughts within me, 
if (as I know in a few years it will be) I 
shall be as that stone, with no more sense." 
Many months after he had returned to 
the tents, he told Rachel, in a midnight 
ramble, that before Mr. Stephens had spoken 
to him of immortality and heaven, his mind 
was always grating like an ungreased wheel 
within him. 



" I folt I wan a macliinc, and a glorious 
iiiaclime, because 1 lia<l thought and will 
within mo, which no other machine has. 
Other machines are moved by contrivttnce 
or mankind, but I — I felt 1 moved by my 
own will : and this thon)rht it was timt lut 
HO unoiLsily within me, for 1 knew I must 
die; nnd thiit machine, with all its will, he- 
_ oonie ait a stone on which the insect might 
PTBwl sensoloss — unfeeling and forgotten; 
tnd I have often cried out when 1 have 
wkcd u|ion the sun, ' Why wiis 1 made 
iritb heart and thought, only to die V " 

Ui, you knew not of mind nnd aoul, 
" said Uncliol. 
' No, gijHiy," said /iba, " but I thank 
I 1 do now." 

' How old were you, wlion tbcso deep 
Elioughts came upon you {" 

' Before I left you they floated colonr- 
s round my heart, but it was in Norway 
I the midst of a violent storm, such a 
~ storm as is not known in this country, that 
the thoughts of death and nothingness fas- 
tened upon tne. Niiture looked great and 
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commanding — my soul felt great within 
me, and my unquiet thoughts scorched me." 

" You must have been seventeen at the 
time," said Rachel ; " I wonder if we shoul 
have had such mountain thoughts if we 
had been as old as you before we knew of 
anotber life V 

" Rachel, I am glad you never knew the 
heart-stings that I have. When they told 
me that I was beautiful, I would eigh to 
myself, and say, I wish I were the oak with 
all its grand limbs that lasts so many ages, 
sending forth its branches with its clusters 
of acorns. When they told me I was fleeter 
than any of my tribe, I thought of the 
mountain deer that was fleeter than I, 
When they told me 1 had the eye of an 
eagle, I knew that the eagle's ken was far 
more perfect than nine. When they told 
nie I was brave and generous as the lion, 
I said to myself, the lion is as generous and 
brave, When they told me I was bright of 
understanding and ready of thought, I 
turned to the bee, and the ant, and I ob- 
served their works, and I asked myself. 
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' Am I greater in sense than tliey ? Theu uiy 

heart felt uneasy within me, and I tliought 

the deer, the lion, t\w eagle, the bee and 

aut, will, like me. live for a time, and then 

die, and be as last autumn's leaf. Yet 1 

lelt I had that within lue that they had not ; 

and this is what beat so strong against the 

bars of my heart." 

^^ " It was the soul struggling inyou, Ziba Y' 

^H ^ It was, Rachel ; and now, Rachey, tbat 

^Bi understand this for-ever soul, this part 

^^ritbin nie that never dies, I feel glad when 

they tell me that 1 am generous, and brave, 

and that my mother should be proud when 

she looks at her Ziba; for I arn determined 

that this form, that God has raised up from 

the dust, shall be his temple, and that this 

mind shall he lighted up with His Spirit; 

for His Spirit loves to dwell with those 

k<w)k> pray, and I will pray ; Itachel, how 

HKU pray !" 

^V ** Be, dear Ziba, like the beautiful place 
of worship at Salisbury,* tbat looks like a 
bird outspreading its wings." 

■- Soliaburj CulhedmL 
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" Yen, (lair Hucliel," said /iba. ittrilting 
liiB bottom, " God han uiada me ao real 
beautiful, an tlicy wiy He fau." 

"ThUlov(;]ybuildin{;," said Rachel, taking 
liiH bund, " tiball bu bis temple." 

"It hIihII, it Hliall," «ai(i /.iba; " it shill 
not be a wliiteil w!jiulchre." 

llacticd WB.e much affected, am) they both 
knelt, and luokin^ up tu tbc ittar where 
fiho tbougbt IClla was, she otiercd up i 
prayer. Hut f uth anticipating. Wo will' 
return to tbc lime Itilu. 

" And bero is somctbing in the BiUe 
about tbeui, Torry," naid KUa ; " you sre^ 
fond of bomes." 

" Not banged yet for borHi>-*ttcalin^, 
Torry," said Ziba, laughing. 

" O don't Mpeak of hanging and stealing 
on Cbristmtis night," naid Ella, shuddering:, 

" No, don't, pray," said llucbcl ; " go to 
tbe tents to do that." 

" A thousand pardons," said /iba, " 1 
wa« thougbtk-sH." 

" Can you read to me anything from the 
Bible, of tbe bor»c, Ella?" aied Tornbiiu. 
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" Itend for yoareolf, Torry, for you can 

TOtul." 

Torribius took tlie Bibl«, and tarntng liia 
l»ick to the fire, read tbeae wordM — " Ha«t 
tlioii given the home itrengtli ? ha«l thou 
rlothe<l Ii» neck with thunder? C>ntt 
thmt make hioi ufraid as a gras8hoji|>er ? 
The glory of hU noxlrila iti terrible. He 
pancth Id the valley, and rcjoicelh in bJa 
Hlrenglh : he goeth on to meet the arm«d 
men." 

Torribiiia was *o struck with Ibis denorip- 
lioii of hiit favourite animal, that be did 
not return the Ilible, but found other paa* 
iia;;;eH. I{e read fruiii the 38tb chajit«r of 
Job thnse wordH, " When the morning atani 
Hang together, and all the tons of God 
Rbouted for joy !" " By Jure," itaid the young 
man, " ht^rc is a description of the atn ; ' or 
who shut u|i the Mca with door*, when it 
brake forth a» if it had iiuiiied nut of the 
womb? When I made the cloud the gar* 
mcnl thereof, and thick darkness a swad- 
dling band for it, and brake up for it my 
decreed place, and set ban and doors, and 
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said. Hitherto sbalt thou come, but no far- 
ther; and here shall thy proud waves be 
stayed.' " 

" Proud waves," repeated Ziba, folding 
his arms; " they do look proud, rushing 
against the rocke, and then retreating." 

TorribiuSjlike many of Spain, had a fervid 
imagination, and the majesty of the Bible 
delighted him; he begged he might be 
allowed to keep the book for one night at 
least. 

" Only one night, then," said Rachel, 
" for how shall we spare it V 

" I never knew you grudge anything^ 
that waa yours before," said Jock, taking 
the Bible from Torribius. " I wish I could 
read." 

" Let Torribius have it till to-morrow," 
said Ella. 

" What am I to do after to-morrow," 
asked Torribius, " for I never was more 
taken with a book ; there is beauty and 
grandeur in every page, and it speaks with 
such authority." 

" Mr. Stephens has many to sell," said 
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" Do," said Torribiua; " go, now this 
instant." 

" This instant!" said Rachel, " why, 
what time do you think it is?" 

" About eleven," answered Torribius. 

" They are every one in bed," said Ella. 

" Jock, fancy every one in bed with such 
a moon and sach etars above you!" said 
Torribius. 

Ziba looked up, and thought of the bright 
northern sky. 

" They are roof-people," said Ptachel, 
" and their ways are unlike oor's." 

" They are feather-bed snoozlers," said 
Jock. 

" Mr. Stephens is not in bed," said Ga- 
briel ; *' be goes, when he has done all he 
can for the poor, to his telescope." 

" Telescope 1 what is that p a dog V asked 
Ziba. 

" No, no," said Rachel, laughing; " it 
is a long looking-pipe, with glasses at the 
end, that make you see farther than the 
eagie." 
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" What does he do with it ?" asked Ziba. 

" He brings," said llachel, " all the stars 
that we cannot see round about him." 

" He does !" said Ziba. 

" Indeed he does, and he knows the hea- 
vens, and is as ' hail fellow well met' with- 
the bright sky bodies as we are with the 
trees and hills. AVhy, Ziba, think of this; 
he can see bills and mountains in the 

"Wheel" whistled Jook; " he must be 
a strange kind of being ; do his eyes poke 
out much with looking after the bright 
nails in the heavens ?" 

" I wonder," said Ziba, " if he would 
teach nie some of his knowledge. What 
would I give to be learned in the stars, 
that are always looking down upon me?" 

" He is very kind," said Hachel : " ask 
him." 

" I cannot have the face to do that," said 
Ziba, " for I never looked upon him in iny 
life." 

" Go with us to-morrow to see him," said 
Gabriel. 
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" I will. I long to see Ills long star-pipe, 
and I'll take s present for him." 

" What present may you have for biiD ?" 
asked Rachel. 

" An eider-down quilt that ia as warm as 
ten hlaiikets, and as light as thistle-down." 

" Give it not to him," said Ella, " but 
give it to our good old Mr. Howard." 

" I'll give it to you and Rachel, to do 
with as you like. But I must find aome- 
tbtng for my friend of the Etars," said Ziba. 

" You take it for granted, then, that he'll 
give you sky knowledge," said Torribius. 

" Yes, I think he'll not refuse me, for 
one is nevpr happy till one has told others 
what one knows oneself. I'll give him my 
bearskin cloak, he'll never feel cold in it. 
Girls, I have brought something for you." 

" What is it?" said Rachel. 

" A cloak of many colours, which they 
wear in Norway, secured at the top with 
a pinewDod pin." 

" I wish, dear, kind Ziba, you had brought 
it with you to-night; how I longtosee it!" 

" Come," said Torribius, we really must 
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return. Well, I take this book, you know, 
till to-morrow; iind otf, Ilachey, with the 
first sprinkling of light and get me one." 

" Wlicro sliull I find you !" 

" In your tent,*' suid Torribiiis; it, is the 
farthest from the cliicfs tent, where there 
in tlio most noise. Come alon^, Jock ; good 
night, children ; don't forget the book. 
Good night, Ziba," 

" Thorc is ii kiss for your safe roturn— 
ffive it to your itiotlier; aiidtht^reis aaotber 
for thedouks uud the pinewood pins, which 
you are to keep for yourselves." 

Ziljii embraced both his cousins, and left 
them . 

The next morning Rachel stood befoM 
her tont door witli tlie Uiblu in her hancL 
TorribiuH lay near the entrance ; a candla 
burnt into the socket told her hoAv late he 
had been reading; Jock Iny fast asleep 
close to him, and tho Biblu was not far 
from them i she gently took up hor'a, and 
laid the new one down in its place, and ran . 
nway Uughing. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

WHAT IS THE PRETTIEST THING IN NATURE? 

THEY GO IN SEARCH OF BROWNE, AND HELP 
HIM TO MILK THE COWS. 

Has not every one observed, that in 
February there are three or four days so 
Hoft, tliat if we were to shut our eyes we 
might fancy the ground covered with 
flowers, and the trees with leaves. Rachel 
called these days flower spirit days, because, 
as she said, the spirits of the last summer's 
flowers came to bend over the spots where 
they had been so happy, and to breathe out 
their soft flower breathsi and to look upon 
the primroses, and violets, and mosses, and 

R 
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wild Htrawberrioe, that are Bjiringtttf; into 
leaf. On such a day in February, u f^rotip 
of about fourteen gipsy boyo and (^irU lat 
on a higli hill; the day wan light and gay, 
and their young hearts danced forth in this 
day of spring. 

" O, I am BO happy," Haid Ella to 
Rachel, " and I f'fcl an grateful to God for 
making thiH beautiful day, und letting our 
hoartH feci it ;" lis aho said thiH, xhe sliut 
her eyes, and smiled, und held up ht-r head 
to receive the soft ajr ainunfj; her IocIch, 
which wore blown aside by the breeze. 

" What iit the pretticHt thing in nature, 
Norma ?" asked Hacliel. 

" OosHaraer iti the f'ruKl," anHwcred the 

" To talk of frost this siift day I" ansvered 
Rachel. " What !■ the prettietit thing in. 
nature, Kdanu 1" 

" A hod of yellow crocuses in the Bon," 
anawcrcd Ed an a. 

" Very, very pretty," said Ituchel ; " what 
Is the protlictit thing in nature, l^lla?" 

" A snow-drop peeping up from undar 
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tho Hiiow," Kuid Ella; " it in to pretty, from 
tlie hope it givee ut, an if it were n humble 
ineti»enger from the tlower country, come 
to say they arc coming to dresa the earth 
again." 

" I declare," laid Norma, pettishly, *' if 
Ella may talk of snow, I may of fro«t." 

" Norma, tell mu again," oaid Rachril, 

Pamiliiig, " what is the prettlettt thing in 
:„r.V 
' A primroM bud hid lo ita crinekly 
vea under a hedge," wud the girl, re- 
■ering her temper. 
' There," watd lUcfael, taking Norma't 
hand, and putting it into Gila's, " laa pretty 
claHp of thought; tbe Hnowdrop, and the 
primroHe bad." 

' I don't know," na.ld Ada, " if I do not 
! a large bed of yellow crocuaea— only 
lUow crocutttui in the aun — better than 
^thing." 

' And I do delight," raid Rachel, " hi a 

irgo IjmI of yellow crocuneit, I remember 

tandiug more than an hour looking over 

^garden paling, upon a bed of crocuses, 

R 2 
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and I romftincd thcrG till I licard a langh 
it was lit tiio ^ipMy, with lier oyc« fixed upon 
tlio yt>llow tliingH." 

" Who luuglicd ?" asked Norma. 

" Boine children in the fr&tdnn, ami thev 
otfercd to gather me hoido, but. I would not 
let theni for all the world, only I hfigged I 
ini^ht cutne H|;|;ain/' 

" I remtimhor," said Ella, " your oncA 
{laNHing u shop and f/foing into it, mid bijyinff 
n skein of amber and scarlet bruid, and 
}iang;ing it iiii on the outside of the tent to. 
look at, UN you woro knitting.^ 

" To bo Huri?, imd mo do I rcnioiubcr it 
and the merry walk we hud, and /iba wind' 
ing the braid round his lock*, and the jiroud 
look, and the words of his mother, wlien 
she saw him." 

" 1 think," Miijd Jlenbcn, "a clump of 
trees, with bright yellow frinj^e in aututno, 
IH tt clieerfiil oight." 

>' Ho it is," said Rachel, " iviih a moon 
beyond — the dreariness of the muon nhow- 
ing oti' the ]ilea>ant look of the eltimp." 

" What is prettier," said Kelita, " tbon 
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t foxjflinc t look into th« \m\\ of the iox' 

c!" 
' Ab, the faJrj cap, m ihey mII it in Ire- 
IrdiI," •ail] nuchel, 
" A ca|>," mill Klla, " Tor tinj' ((ooti 



1^(1 nHch<.-l, jumping up; " will you come, 
, with »i«, and tmt Browns; by the 
mo wt! arrive, ho will Im: valliiif{ the cown, 
promiM;*! Ui hi-lp hiui to inilk, tlint 
> limy i(ct fiarli«r to tho tvtiti ; we arc lu 
I a (lance to-tiiKh>. atid Itanliiitf Hnui 
K he will lianK himiielf ami kid too if be 
• oMfi oath to-nrgbt, or driiiliN oiioKta«« 
9 much." 

Klla row to g;o with llaclM^I, and the r«»t 
^made tliplr way to tba tcnU to prepare for 
the rnitrry-iiiakiag. 
" Now don't you %o and ranaack my box, 
«ltta, nnd uko my Miarlet (luttieoal, aa you 
J at the but merry -making," cried Itaebel, 
Wghing. 
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" No, indeed, I won't, Raohey ; but why 
do you care about the colour of your petti- 
coat?" 

" Sooner asked than answered, Kely." 

" You can if you will," cried Kelita. 

" I'll no deny that," said Rnchel ; " tfaere 
are few things we cannot do if we will." 

" Then I'll answer for you— Ziba wishes 
for the scarlet petticoat, and Pll wear it 
for yoM." 

" No, I know you'll not," said Rachel, 
laughing, and skipping down the hill, fol- 
lowed by Ella; they continued on their 
way, climbing over hedges and; ditches, 
threading round granite rocks, tnil jump- 
ing over streams, till they arrived at the 
vicarage, " This house is very pretty," said 
Rachel; "and the sight of the country 
and hills from it beautiful, but I do not like- 
it so well as Mr. Howard's." 

" No, I have a lovs for that spot," said 

Ella, " that I never had for any other. 1 

think what made us love it was the grey 

head of him who bad nnet ua in the storm." 

They looked now about theoifor Browne, 
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{•nd saw him at some distance, close to a 
irn, tying up fagots ; he saw them nearly 
i the same moment that they perceived 
, and taking up u stick tliat lay near, 
e hastened towards them, whistling. 
" You are come just in time, Kachey and 
, for I am on my way to bring the 
I together, and such plagues as they 
re, they never seem to know milking-tiue, 
I other cows do. You have milked oowb, 
ripsy Rachel, by moonlight, I know," said 
Browne. 

' Indeed I have," said Rachel, "when 
be lady moon rose late, milked many and 
Mny a cow. 1 remember going one 6ne 
'ning, at about three, it was in the deep 
F winter, so there whs no sun coming, or 
Y to come, for some hours, and the moon 
md the stars bad placed themselves quite 
I their liking in the heavens ; Jock and I 
t together into e field where were many 
nws; Jock with a large clubhand I with 
% pail and creepy," 

' Where did this happen — here '(" 

" Luck to the first cuckoo, no ; it was 
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when we were iii the north, near Carlisle, 
lying under a hedge, not far from a large 
farm — you don't see such farms here." 

" I hope you were found out !" said 
Browne. 

" Brownie, I'll milk your cows," said 
Kachel, " for that unfriendly wish ; sure 
enough, though, I was, I chose my cow, 
and putting down my creepy, I sat down, 
placed my pail before nie, and began milk- 
ing with a skilful hand and a merry heart." 

" I'll answer for yon having a merry 
heart," said Browne; " what a good-for- 
nothing hussey you were in those days J" 

" Not at all," said Ella ; " she did not 
then know that it was wrong to do what 
every other gipsy did." 

" That's right, Elly, stand up for me." 

" You must have known," said Browne, 
laughing, " that the roof-people, as you call 
them, thought it wrong." 

" What did I care for the opinion of the 
roof-people?" said Rachel, with a toss of 
the head. " I don't care now much for 
what they think." 
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" Yes, you do," said Ella, " I am sure 
you do, Rachey." 

" Well, Ella," said Rachel, " perhaps I 
may care for what a few of them say, but I 
should like to find the cows of the ill- 
natured woman of the well, I would milk 
them," 
" No, I know you would not," said Ella, 
^Jaaghing, " so don't say you would." 
^M " Well, well, then I suppose I wouldn't." 
^B " Go on with your story, Rachel," said 
Browne. 

" Jock lay hid with his club behind some 
pieces of wood, and 1 began my work 
busily, singing to keep the cold out, when 
I felt myself roughly seized by the shoulder ; 
I nearly screamed." 

" I dare say you did," said Browne, " you 
were finely caught ; what did you do l" 

•' I did sly enough, I sorrow to say ; said 
I, ' And is it you, Samuel Jones? (for I 
knew hiui directly,) and 1 am glad to see 
you.' ' You are, are you?' said Sara, 'I 
doubt it.' ' Now don't be doubting, but 
I did not expect you.' ' You are an auda' 
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cioua gipsy body, and yon and your pail 
siiall be had before the justice to-morroir,' 
' My pail, the poor thing, if it g^oes, 1 
go, for it can't speak for itself, and I must 
be there to answer for it, for I wonld not 
desert a friend in need f as I sajd this, I 
beard a rustling bebind tbe wood ; I feared 
it might be Jock coming to take my part 
with his clnb, so I spoke to him in our lan- 
guage, and bid him lie still, for I would 
manage the roof-man. Sam at this started, 
and asked what I was saying. ' Sayii^, 
why, saying something to something that 
youcan't see.' ' Well, leaveyonr sotnething 
alone, and take up your pail, and come 
along with me,' ' Sam,' said I, ' have you 
seen Betty Bell lately V ' What know you 
of Betty Bell V ' Why, don't I know- that 
you love her better than twenty sisters and 
sixty cousins, all thrown into a sack toge- 
ther?' Samuel looked at roe. ' Does she 
love you better than Peter Turner, the sly 
one in the corner?' Sam looked as if he 
didn't like this, and began with come back 
again anger, ' Take up your pail, and come 
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with me.' Now let me go for this once, 
and don't bring me and my poor pail before 
the justice, and I will tell you whether she 
loves you or no, and may be I can give you 
some comfort.' Samuel Jones, who thought 
none in his secret, said, * You gipsies find 
out everything through your bad charms.' 
Now our bad charms, as Samuel called 
them, was going about, and giving ear to 
every little village talk. ' Nay, Sam,' said 
I, 'you won't call it a bad charm that can 
tell you that she loves you.' ' Can you tell 
me ?' said the man, changing his tone. 
' I can, and I will, if you will let me off this 
time." " 

" Shame, shame !" saiil Browne, " you 
knew nothing about it." 
mm " Not I," said Rachel. 
^B"*' But, Browne," said Ella, laying her 
^Tiand upon his arm, " when you call out 
shame, shame, remember that Rachel only 
(lid as other gipsies did." 

" Not quite so," said the now true Hachel, 
" "Ella, you and Gabriel never would go the 
lengths that I did ; I may say, I went the 
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whole tree of deceit and lies, roots, trunk, 
branches, leaves, aiid all. How changed I 
am now ! But what kept you right, !EIla, 
you and Gahriel not knowing more of our 
Saviour than I did 1" 

" I don't know what did, I am sure," said 
Ella, " but a something told me our ways 
were wrong ; but you know Gabriel had 
much more of this feeling than I had." 

" Yes, GaVs thoughts were always pinch* 
ing him," said Rachel ; " how uncomfort- 
able he made himself, poor soul I" 

" These are the two words that clear up 
all — poor soul! His conscience guarded his 
soul, that part which is to rise again," said 
Browne. 

Rachel bowed her head, and for a minute 
prayed in heart that she might not be led 
again into temptation. Browne begged her 
to go on with her story. 

" No," said Rachel, " I will not ; for as I 
tell it, I get too much pleased with my cun- 
ning. I will just tell you, however, that 
I escaped, Samuel letting me go, upon 
promise that I would never again milk his 
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>«ows. ' Kot your cows,' ea'id I, tripping oB" 
right glad with my pail, which was half full 
of milk; but then again I am getting 
pleased with my cunning, with my past 
wickednesB," 

■' And we are not ' to rejoice in iniquity,' " 
said Ella, smiling. 

•' No," said Itacliel, nodding her head ; 
" whose are these cows, Browne?" 

^ " Mine,^' said Browne. 

■ " Yours I then off with your hat, and heg 

' them pardon fur so belying them, and say- 
ing lliey never came to you, but gave you 
all the trouble to go to them." 

" Bid I Bay so?" said Browne; "well, it 
is the first time they have ever come to seek 



" This is the cow I'll milk," said Itachel, 
matching up a milking stool, " she has the 
K>k of a deer, with her head in the air, 
1 her eyes like tire ; the others are steady, 
wd, stupid looking creatures, looking down 
1 the ground, as if their legs were in silk 
(("kings." 

" Take care of her," said Browne, " she 
I a wicked young thing." 
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" I don't fear her," said Kacbel, sittiDg; 
down, and pressing her head against the 
animal's side, " PI! tame her with a song;" 
and Rachel sang- wildly, milking all th* 
wliile, and the cow stood quiet enough. 

When all the milking was over, and it 
was over this evening very soon, as Browne 
had Ella and Rachel to help him, they sat 
down to read some time before they parted ;. 
and at parting they agreed to meet at aa 
early hour the nest day, which was Saturday, 
to talk of Sunday, On Sunday morning 
they went early to the school to listen to 
Mr. Stephens, and none in the school wera 
so attentive to hear as the gipsies. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

eAD DAYS ARE IK THE TEKTS. 

Mabch and April had passed, and May, 
in all tier young prettiness and many 
flowers, had coaie; yet was Rachel never 
heard to laugh, and scarcely seen to smile : 
her tears were always dropping, and if for 
a moment her girlUh spirits broke forth, 
they were followed by a more bitter burst of 
tears. Why wiis this ? Ella lay dying, 
and Rachel knew it. Ella had, from the 
cradle, been delicate, so much so, that the 
gipsies used to say, that tfae fairies, on a 
summer's night, had brought her from a 
lady's bower. 

The measles had been in the tenta, all the 
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children bail been ill, hut not one had died; 
yet Ella still, after two months, had a sad 
cough, and the gipsies' many herbs could 
do no good. Mr. Stephens, at last, per- 
suaded her father and mother to let him 
bring a medical man. The medical man 
(;ame, and heard her cough, and looked at 
her feehle and bent frame, and he shook his 
head, for he knew she would soon die : he 
then left the tents with Mr. StepheDs, who 
returned to the gipsies in about half an 
hour, and told them that Ella was dying, 
that she would not suffer, but sleep away 
into the grave. There was mourning in the 
tents for the little flower, who was as a 
violet in the midst of her people, tender 
and soft. Jock, and Charley the fig;hter, 
cried like children. Ziha sat by her all 
day long, only leaving her to visit his mo- 
ther : he shook her pillows, he raised her 
head, and gave her drink, he fanned her 
cheek, and the dying girl pressed his hand, 
and thought him a kind cousin. Mr. Ste- 
phens thought it his duty to tell Ella ahe 
was dying : she said it was nothing new to 
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her that elie was going away from them all, 
but that she had not naiil so, for she knew 
how sad all would be. She asked him to come, 
if it were uot too cold, in the evenings, lor 
then many of her people would be met 
together, and they would hear his word; 
and she asked how lon^ she had to live. 
Mr. Stephens said he feared not more than 
a (ew weeks. 

" I do not fear to die," said Ella; " how 
can I? for heaven is a hajipy place, and my 
Saviour, who died for us, and who loved 
little children so much, will be there; and 
he will pray to Ood for ma. Yet," she 
i&iil, " I shall see a sun mtich brighter there 
than here; but I know 1 shall nut love it 
as well, for it will never have shone on our 
tents; and the angels, they will be very 
lieautiful, I dare say, but they will uot be 
like you all ; so I know I shall not love them 
UN well. I will tell you what 1 will do: I 
will find three angels as much like you, 
itjichel, Gabriel, and /iba, as I can, and 
follow them about all day, ami talk to iheiii 
of you." 
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IJay afU.T duj Ella became weaker and 
weaker, and ber bead drooped lower on th« 
[jUIow; E)ie slept iiiucli, and ber dreams were 
pluasatit, mid un;^els nioetned to viiiit ber in 
tlieiu; niid as /ibu and Tornbius watobed 
ber timnirig in lier sleep, and speaking, 
to frieiidd unseen, and who bad never been 
ill the teiitH, tbey s|ioke to one another, and 
Httid tiiuy felt sure tbere was another world 
ai'ter death for the sjiirit to go to, and tbey 
bid tbe dying girl pray for them. 

When it wua kuuwu tbat Klla was dy: 
nu lying, swearing, or drinking, was ia the 
tvnto; and the gipsies, with the excctption 
of a very few, hurried home in the evenings, 
to be in time to bear Mr. Stephens, and 
many asked a bletising of biui ; and tbe 
elder (Jabriel and Uuth hung over tbetr 
darling child, and trmited they might aee 
ber again in the new country of tents, whi- 
ther she was going. Two or three weeks 
before her death, her Htrength seemed to 
return, and Ilutli and ber tiillier thought 
their child would tiot die. 

Oqo day, allei' the had beeu talking 
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■ome time with Hr. Stephen*, the said, " I 
have thoui;ht many and many a day ofaMk- 
ing you rII, to let me go back to the cave 
near tlit; placv of the itorin ; I winIi to look 
upon tU« »poI of the lea, wlicrc lliey all 
wouM bare gone down in « luom^ot, but for 
the ktndneM of Ood," 

" You are to weak, dear Ella," said Ga- 
briel. 

t" I r«el to wp|]. Gab, that I think I am 
veak no longer. I think J could oven canter 
tberc on gentle 8pot." 
L And tbereeolh*etionorhappydaysbroughl 
ibe tear* into tbit «iek girl'N eye« : it nut too 
inncli for Rachel, «tie tobbed aloud. Ziba 
prewed her hand, and whimpered to her not 
to give way, fur (he uke of Ella. 

" Who knows, Kachey," aaid Browne, 
if if EIlw may not reeorer, if ihe look onee 
lore on the place where we were aaied V 
'■ J wai mved there ! and fo wai liachel," 
Mid Elln; "yoa all from the water. Ga- 
el, and lUchei and J from ever again 
trgetting God. Tbc wiiib to plea»e Ood, 
»2 
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and to serve Him, and to pray to Him, 
never left ns from that time." 

" No," said Rachel, " when I saw them 
pulled in to the other boat, and then the 
old boat sink an instant after, I knew that 
God did it all, and I have tried to remember 
Him and to serve Him ever since," 

Mr, Stephens entered the tent at this mo- 
ment, and prayed by them, and comforted 
them. They toM him of Ella's wish to go 
to the cave. 

" There to die," added Ella, emihng, " and 
to look every day, before I go from you, on' 
tlie place of the storm." Mr. Stephens 
asked her why she wished to visit the place 
of the storm. " Why, sir," said Ella, 
think every day some or other will come to 
see me, even the most rough and the most 
thoughtless ; and as they are coming on 
their way I think they won't do harm. 
Charley, as he comes, will not fight; Jack; 
will not poach and swear ; Torribius will not 
sing any of his wicked songs, that he does 
not think wicked ; then father and mother 
will come, and they will look on Elly dying. 
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BHaclicl, darling, you must not think I cud 
live." Jtachel only aiiHwered by tcar-drojis, 
which she auatchcil away with her Sager. 
" And I shall always he talking of going to 
another land, a land where there is much 
more space than there is here; and I shall 
tell them a great deal of God and our Sa- 
viour; and then I nhall point to the spot of 
the storm, where the waves ro^ so high in 
bopea of getting them, but was not let to 
do BO by the kind God and Saviour who is 
now taking ine awuy iu this ({uiet way. I 
think this will make them love God, and 
serve Him, and pray to Him." 

As they listened to Klla, all in the l^tnt 
felt God was over them, and that HLs hand 
wai6 supporting them, and that He wan nigh 
them; they felt this in their hearts, though 
not in words ; and Rachel's tears ceased to 

frop, and Mr. SMpbens sitid to himself, 
This is to enter heaven an a little child." 
" I shall be so happy," said Ella, " to see 
again the first church wc ever went into— 
the first house of God in wbich wc ever 
knelt — and the dear grey head that was 
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with us when we trembled on the sea-shore 
to see the waves rising so high to swallow 
up so many we loved. Then when God 
said from heaven to the fierce waves, ' Peace, 
he still,' and all of them were happy iu s 
safe boat then. Mr, Howard knell with uH, 
and offered up a prayer to God with us. O 
I do so want to see him again ! You are not 
angry with me for wishing to leave you to 
go to him, are you, sir?" she said, turning 
to Mr. Stephens. 

"Angry, my child!" said Mr. Stephens, 
" how can I be, my little girl 1 I love yoa 
very much," 

"And my heart," said Ella, "dances to- 
hear your steps, as it used to dance on the 
hills on a spring morning; but still this 
heart yearns to see Mr. Howard again," 

" And you shall," said Mr. Stephens, 
" see Mr. Howard again, and jou shall 
see the church where you first knelt to 
the Saviour who blesses httle children ; and 
I will arrange it all for you, and go myself 
with you." 

" Dear, kind Mr. Stephens l" said Ella, 
faintly, " I feel very tired." 
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And witU her hand clasping Mr, Ste- 
phens's hand, she fell &st asleep. Rachel 
stepjied lightly and took her place by the 
pillow, and Ziba and Gabriel, when Mr, 
Stephens had left the tent, sat themselves 
down at the door of it, and watched that no 
one might enter. 

The next day Mr. Stephens went at h 
very early hour to the tents ; he tried to per- 
suade Ella to give op all thoughts of retorn- 
ing to the care, but in vain ; she said she 

- lelt as if she could jump on Sister Spot, 

Bad be off faster than any of tbem. 

^ " No, no, my child," said Mr. Stephens, 
" you cannot ride there ; but I have a cart 
on springs, that is as easj- as any carriage, 
and you shall go in that, tent and all. Will 

^oa like that?" 

K " Yes, yes." said the gipsy girl, " how 

^tind you are !" 

" I," said Gabriel, " wiJI ride by yonr side 
on Sister Spot," 

" Do so," said £lla, "Gab dear, do so, 
and don't leave me for one moment. I most 
look at you both the whole way." 
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The next day Rachel went on Sheltie to 
the cave to light fires, and to see that every 
thing was comfortable for the poor invalid. 
Sheltie sprang forward with his young mi<^ 
tress, and those who saw her pass, thought 
the gipsy very gay. No one knew the sor- 
row of that young heart. " It was," as she 
said afterwards, ** as if Sheltie's canter had 
stopped the tears in her eyes to make them 
drown her woeful heart.** 
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CHAPTER XXI. 



fLt* ItSTURMK TO THE CAVB TO UIB TIItlRE, 

Ella reoclictl the cave without iiiucli 
Tatigut-; Ziba had brooght an eider-down 
<)uilt froui Norway for his mother, but his 
gijmy mother laughed when be gave it to 
her, and said, she believed she shoold be 
the first gipsy that had ever slept under 
iiuch u soft, high-blown, puffy thing. When 
Ella became ill, he waa rejoiced that Ilia 
mother wmiM not have it, for he thought it 
wa)> jiiNt t)ic thing for the Hick girt. Mr«. 
Stepheni* also brought her a feather bed, 
and arranged all for her, and placed ber 
upon it. The exertion of being carried into 
the eart made her sleep, and Bhe Karcely 
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ii])cncil Iier eyes till slio urrivcd at tbc fint 
point from whencu utic could nee the towc 
of the cluirch ; siniliiif;. slie pointed it out U 
(Iftliric'l, wild rode limda her, then turnin{ 
to Mr. StepliciiH, who had slept tho ni^jht 
hefore nt the |mraonn)^e to be ready to tiicOt 
her, and take her to the cave, eilie sail 
" Yon will beg Mr, Howard, will you, 1 
let nie be buried on the n»ing part of the 
{jround in the ehurchyurd, from whore « 
can ace the diBtant hilla." 

" 1 will Nay all this to Mr. Howard," sal 
Mr. Stephens, " fcut you will see him youp 
self, my little girl, to-morrow." 

" Yea," said Ella, as if thinking aloud 
" I shall like that spot, for it \» free and 
open, and Mr. Howard passes clo«e to it c 
his way in and out of his wicket gate ; i 
there we all stopped to meet him the firit 
duy we went to iihiinih; yes, ihero I mii 
be laid." 

Ella became weaker mid wetiker every 
day, and all kimw she liiid not long to live, 
Mr. Howard came to see lier every day 
and Mr. Stephens always once, sonietiai 
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twico ill the week: lie generally contrived 
to full in with the gi|ide8 on their way to 
visit Klla, and they would linger for hiiu to 
juiii him : much did he do for tbeai ; and 
many who had never had one Berious 
thought hefore, trembled for their souU, 
which they now felt had been no detiled. 
Itanting Sam, from Murllx>roagh, was nio«t 
deeply jiiiprusjwd; his fiddle hung up dity 
ader day untouched, for he Hiiid the crea- 
ture had uttered bo many sounds to wicked 
words, at the bidding of his fingers, that he 
could not now that Mr Stephens had talked 
to him so much, and Elly lay dying, l>ear 
lllfveu the sight of it. 

" 1" he said, " I will teach my children 
D fear tiod, for it is an unblest thing, bo 
Iving life as wo do, to die, and not live 
^in but in misury ; but tnarry t I can never 
tarry, for who would marry Itanting Sam 
|fae Swearer, thai had any conscience i and 
I'll not marry an unconscionced lassie for iha 
gold that a thousand fiddles could l>ring." * 

* Mj ritulm oill la glad l« hear tlial he did man/ ■ 
,** mucienced laisiE,'' uid that he Iwt Ihc name of Uanlltig 
■ for tha good gdpsj' Addlnr. 
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" FareweH, Sam," said Ella, as he was 
about to leave her one evening, " and doa'l 
forget taking the fiddle next time you come : 
the poor thing has hung up for the lul 
six weeks without having been touched ; 
so bring it to-morrow evening," 

The next day, Sam (for he shall no more 
be called Ranting Sam) took down the 
tiddle, and brushi^d off the dust, aod blew 
between the atringe, and said, *' Now I 
love you again." 

Ella made him play for her all the songs 
that had no had words, as she said, and 
the dances that she and Rachel had so often 
danced to, and n\ie begged bim never to 
let the sun rise or set without a luoming 
and evening hymn. " You can, Sam, tune 
up your joy and gratitude with the birds, 
for your fiddle you can make do anything." 

Sam promised all this, and he not only 
promised, hut kept his word. Nothing, 
however, could persuade him to join the 
carol singers on Christmas Ere, for he said. 
" he never would sing his Saviour's praises 
for money to get druak with." 
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" Wliat a. happy thing it is, Samuel," said 
Ells, " tliat wc all know of another land, 
where, {icrlmp*, u-nlM arc pitched under 
benutirul irefis, in the midst of flowers and 
Ijirda — for t think God will let i» have 
birds, and trees, and flowers in paradise. 
We know," ahe went oo eagerly,"' that the 
vine will grow in heaven, for our haviour 
has said that lie would drink of its frait 
a^ain with his disciples in faeaTen. I think 
He said so before they snng a hymn." * 

" Dear Ella," said OnhricI, " you will 
tire yourself if you say so mueh." 

" (.inhricl," she said, [Kiinting to a bright, 
twinkling star that could t>e seen fmrn the 
cure, " perhft[>« Ahrahani and all the |)a- 
trinrclis arc lying in tents in that star, wait- 
ing for the day when all will go lo heaven, 
and perhaps an^eU will come to us and 
teach us, and make us ready to go to our 
Mariour when the time is come for ua to 
go — for some say we shall not go to heaven 

I soon as we die ; you know, Radiel, I 

dted Mr. Stephens about it, if it were so." 
" Yes, dear Ella, you did." 
• Hatk »)». 2*, -.'e. 
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" Yes, Rachel, and he said the v\ 
man that ever lived knew no more of 
than the infant at the font. All we 
know was, that all would be as was the 
best, for that God himself had arranged it 
all." The gipsy stopped, and sank down 
heavily on her pillow quite spent, and with 
a happy smile, fell asleep. 

On Sunday morning the sun shone and 
the bells fluri[^ their merry peals far and 
wide ; Ella lay before the cave, saying not 
a word, only looking out towards the pli 
of the storm; she would then look towards 
Gabriel, and smile, and again gaze on th« 
sea. No one spoke to her, for she looked 
so happy, that they feared to break Bucb 
happiness. Rachel was absent, but jn ; 
few moments returned with a white Hly ii 
her hand. " My Saviour's flower," said 
Ella, taking it. She lay back her head 
and died, and the lily dropped on her cheek> 

Ruth cauie in, and knew Elk was gone; 
lamentations and cries filled the tent, 
Rachel and Gabriel fell upon the body, and 
uttered not a sound. They looked at th 
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face every now aiii] tlien tbut Kceuied wt 
if smiling on tlie departing spirit, bo happy 
it looked ; then tliey aguiii hid their face* 
in the cIothcK ; they uevvr till that tnonient 
quite uiidenttuud that a aliler could die — 
could fpiild leave them for ever. 

Itaehel to<jk the lily, and putting it in 
water let do one approaeh it; ishe wept 
bitterly when (iabriel asked her why the 
would not even let hini kitw it bh the Ia»t 
ihiug that KUu had touched. Hb« would 
not let him touch it, and ^hc would not tell 
hiui why fiho would not. The evening after 
the funeral uhe took the lily, and calling 
Oahriel toher,i>aid, with luauy teari, ' Come, 
Gabriel, and let us go to the grave." 

" Come, ILaehel," Haid Gabriel, taking ber 
come, then." 

They wcij^l, and came to the grave ; it waa 
ite when they reached it, and tbe moon 
fthune ujiun it. 

" Hear Klla," aaid Gabriel, throwing 
If down on the little mouud, " and 
you under all this?" 

Uuchel dried ber tears to ^ve cutufort tu 
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her brother ; " Her body is here," she sail 
" but her spirit is gone to her Iiord." 

" We shall go to her, I know it all/ 
Gabriel, " I know it all; but, oh ! that 
spirit might come back again I" 

" Why seek ye the living among the 
dead ?" murmured Rachel. " Gabriel 
we must not do that." 

Gabriel raised himself. " Our Fat) 
which art in heaven," he said. 

" Gabriel, I have brought this lily, the 
lily that toils not — ' our Saviour's floweil 
as she used to call it — to lay on her gaM 
thinking her spirit, perhaps, may retofl 
from heaven, or the bright star, and ren 
upon it, to be with yon and me." 

" Put it there," said Gabriel, " at the head 
— there, there." 

Rachel put it just as he wished — the 
gazed upon it for more than an liour, as 
Rachel, sitting beside him with her hands 
clasped in her lap. They gazed till they 
fancied the leaves brightened with the re- 
turning spirit ; they then knelt down in 
longand fervent prayer,and having wrapped 
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llicii' coiits round tliciii, they luid tlioir 
IigrJs on the grave, taking care not to touch 
iho lily, and fell asleep. 

The gipsies very soon left Devonshire ; 
heforo they went they co^-ered Ella's grave 
with wild fiowers ; each gipsy putting in 
the flower they thought «he had the most 
loved. Gabriel put in the primrose — lia- 
chel the violet, and they begged Mr. Howard 
to put in with his own hand, the lily, the 
flower our Lord had particularly men- 
tioned. 

The night before they left, Mr. Howard's 
little cha])el (he had fitted up a room in his 
house for domestic worship) was filled with 
gipsies ; here ho read prayers to them, and 
gave them good advice; it was a sorrowful, 
yet happy, adieu. He gave Bibles and 
Crnyer-books to all ; and Mr. Stephens 
gave Ziba a telescope; Ziba was of high 
intellect, and had studied the stars with 
Mr. Stephens ; in his pocket was a Milton, 
given him by Mr. Howard. Isabel and 
Clara promised to visit Ella's grave very 
often, and to take care of the flowcnt that 
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were oil the grave, and Browne promiud 
every Sunday evening to go there and ptvf, 
for tliem all. 

Five years had passed, and the Stanlqi 
had never been heard of. One Sundaj 
morning, on the &th of December, the little 
village church of was filled with gip- 
sies. After church the whole of the 
of Gabriel, and many from each tent, stood 
under the yew tree to wait for Mr, Howard. 
Rachel, now grown a beautiful yoimg vro 
and her husband Ziha, silently waited tot 
Mr. Howard's blessing. 

That night Ziba and Rachel, Browne anil 
Gabriel, knelt beside the grave, and planted 
a wooden cross, with the figure of our Ixird 
boautifully carved by Ziba, at the head < 
the grave. 

" She will not come to us, we shall g 
to her," was the thought of Gabriel as hi 
left the grave. 
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